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Dear Dominick: 


Jim Bouras sent me his copy of Brutarian No. 1. 
I’m flattered that in your lead story re Dwain 
Esper, you duly credited Youth In Babylon. 


I read all the "zines". Ijust wish you guys had 
been around 25 years ago. So enroll me as a 
charter member of Brutarian. 


Regards, 
David Friedman 


Brutarians, 


Your magazine came to me, like a Phildickian 
vision, out of the blue and illuminated all kinds 
of hidden corners and paradoxical connections 
that I had never dreamed of before. Yes, the 
experience of reading my first Brutarian was 
something akin to mystical; something way 
beyond the whiney Christian pseudo-experience; 
something beyond even peyote tea. It was like 
nothing else. It was "Brutarian". 

I have to admit that, at the first glance of the 
cover, I was pretty skeptical. It was pretty 
tasteless (funny, but tasteless) in its depiction of 
the macho male pig dominating and degrading his 
sow-slave. But, of course, the further illustrated 
adventures of the pig-man inside revealed that 
your true purpose was to create a powerful, 
politically alert character study that was 
hilarious, and at the same time highly disturbing. 

And ГЇЇ be boned if the rest of the read didn't 
match up! First rate comics (Steven has got to 
be the most interesting comic character since 
Harvey Pekar), arcane information, and - my 
favorite - reviews of the off-beat films. And not 
just any reviews! Well-written, insightful, 
serious and even-toned reviews, totally without 
pretentious breast-beating or gushing, fannish 
rhetoric. Your film reviews, in fact, for me, rate 
right up there with the always-stimulating 
Psychotronic magazine and even - God help us! 
Film Comment! - No small feat, indeed. 

I don’t know where you got my name and 
address from, or how you knew I was just a 
"Brutarian" kind of guy, but may the Zine Deities 
be praised that you did get it! It’s as good a 
magazine I’ve ever seen! Just exactly what I was 
looking for. I not only thank you for the first 
complimentary issue (a rather brilliant marketing 
ploy, by the way), why, I get down on my knees 
and kiss your fungus-ridden feet - On second 
thought, maybe ГИ just subscribe. Sign me up. 


Your servant, 
Ron Ford 
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magazine that blends :rude but excellent) 
artwork :omx s with intelligent text aru-ies and 
reviews). Jarson Dvsczrak's cover and соп: 
were intricate little masterpieces. I doubt vou 
could have a better cover to debut with. 

And your writers! Not a bunch of fanzine star 
wannabes, but the real thing. Goodsell (the 
fucker's brilliant - that's why be's in ETC #3'), 
Stevenson and Eckhoff (not to forget Mr. Salemi 
himself) along with Palmer make for a very 
formidable lineup. I assume you also wrote the 
reviews (all enjoyable and to the point). 

Maybe you hit me on a good day, but Brutarian 
is just such a breath of fresh air. I honestly loved 
it. Гуе long admired your work in Ecco and am 
glad to have the opportunity to pass it on. I 
appreciate your kind comments toward my writ- 
ings. Very nice job, Dom! 


Adios, 
Craig 


Dear Brutarian, 


Most women never take an interest in electric 
chairs until they have the misfortune to be sen- 
tenced by a judge to sit in one. I know this for a 
fact because I was the inmate death row librarian 
for more than ten years at Florida State Prison. 
Sally Eckhoff (Tiny Wet Slap, Brutarian Vol. 1 
No. 1 pg 11) obviously falls into this uninformed 
category which is a shame because if she lives in 
the state of Virginia, or travels through that juris- 
diction, there is always the chance that her own 
pussy may one day be strapped to the state's 
electric chair. 

Sally would have Brutarian readers believe that 
condemned prisoners can short circuit the electric 
chair by sticking needles in their nuts. She came 
by that odd piece of information while reading 
Mike Newton's Hunting Humans, a book that is 
not always accurate. I know, I'm listed in the 
book and what Mike wrote about me is mostly 
fiction lifted from a newspaper story written about 
the case. Mike did have the good manners to write 
me an apology but I'm still there in the book libeled 
all to hell and gone. Tough titty. But it points up 
that Mike writes down stuff without checking out 
the facts. The Albert Fish case is a good example. 

Fish, who liked to butcher and eat little girls, (he 
preferred them fried with onions) did indeed enjoy 
sticking needles in his nuts. There was some wild 
speculation that the needles might cause the execu- 
tion to go awry. New York state employed an 
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experienced man to handle electrocutions at Sing- 
Sing Prison. His name was Elliot and he was the 
contract executioner for several states and had 
executed hundreds of men and women without 
any undue problems. 

There are quite a few varieties of electric 
chairs. Some are set up to incinerate the 
prisoner's brain leaving the body below the neck 
uninjured; some incinerate the viscera by running 
electric current through the trunk of the body; the 
variety favored by Mr. Elliot used an electrode 
at the crown of the prisoner's head and a second 
electrode fastened to the prisoner's leg. 

Elliot was also known to require the prisoners 
he electrocuted to wear rubberized underpants for 
reasons of sanitation and dignity. The usual three 
minute cycle used by electrocutioners also serves 
as an enema. The pre-execution sanitary ritual 
for males involved tying a rubber ligature around 
the base of the penis; for females a rubber 
menstrual harness and Kotex was required; both 
genders wore rubber briefs. Most jurisdictions 
where executions are presently conducted require 
the condemned person to wear a disposable adult 
diaper to the death chamber. 

Albert Fish was electrocuted with his needle 
pierced balls secured in rubber briefs. There was 
no short circuit in the electric chair; only in the 
brains of the tabloid writer of the day who dream 
up such improbable occurrences! Had Mr. Elliot 
suspected a problem might occur he could have 
used any one of a number of alternate methods 
of electrocution that were both acceptable and 
effective. The problem of metal needles piercing 
Fish's balls could be circumvented by having 
Fish's bare buttocks strapped to a metal plate on 
the seat of the electric chair. Elliot was never 
known to use that method as it required both the 
seat of the chair and the prisoner's buttocks to be 
slathered with grease to prevent the fried flesh 
from sticking to the metal seat. Such chairs gave 
rise to the slang term "Hot Seat"; bacon grease 
was used to mask the smell of frying human flesh. 
Such methods were used mainly in the southern 
states. 

Short circuits do occur at electrocutions. The 
most recent one on record occurred in May 1990 
at the execution of Jesse Joe Tofero at Florida 
State Prison at Starke. Brutarian readers inter- 
ested in what occurs when electric chairs mal- 
function may read all about it in my book Beyond 
Killer Fiction or if your interest runs toward how 
women are prepared for and executed by 
electrocution, you can read all the nasty details 
in Killer Fiction, a book guaranteed to keep Sally 
Eckhoff alert and looking over her shoulders for 
a long time. 


Sincerely, 
GJ Schaefer 


Dear Dominick, 


Congrats on a thoroughly brilliant first issue! 
In this age of shameless mediocrity it's always 
refreshing to discover a first-rate publication ... 
It's sure to baffle and displease those unaccus- 
tomed to quality printing and content, but in time 
some are bound to evolve into an appreciation. 

Enclosed is a check for a one year subscription 
and a quarter page ad for a video Thanks! 


Nick Bougas 
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DAVID Е FRIEDMAN 
Trash Fiend King 


by Dom Salemi 


A YOUTH IN BABYLON 


by David Friedman 
PROMETHEUS BOOKS (1990) 


Davia F. Friedman is a loveable rogue, a man with the soul of a 
used car salesman and the reptilian charm and glib tongue of a 
carny barker. Oh sure, he disparagingly describes himself in this 
hilariously entertaining autobiography as a "country boy with a 
Shoeshine", a naive if somewhat "extroverted innocent", but he’s 
saying it with a wink. It’s all part of the con that is at the heart of 
the film exploitation business. A con that Friedman works better 
than anyone alive. And if you have any doubts on that score you 
need only glance at some of the laughably inane titles with which 
Friedman made his fortune: Bell, Bare And Beautiful, 2000 


Maniacs, My Tale Is Hot. Any man who can make millions off of 
films like this is anything but a naif; he is some kind of deranged 
entrepreneurial genius. 


Friedman has subtitled his book Confessions Of A Trash Fiend 
King as a tip off that this is not to be typical rehashing of a life. 
Instead, as a confessional, the reader will be treated to an exposure 
of events and feelings that a normal or sane person would leave 
uncovered. Unlike his predecessors Rousseau and Augustine how- 
ever, Friedman’s disclosures reveal only the depths to which his 
soul has plunged. Which is as it should be. After all, do you really 
want to know the names of the charities supported by the man who 
made Ilsa, She Wolf Of The S.S.? 
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Serving as Virgil to Friedman’s Dante in his 
initial sojourn into the sleazy netherworld of ex- 
ploitation is the legendary roadshowman Kroger 
Babb. In fact, it is Babb’s spirit that pervades 
almost every page of this tome. Friedman is never 
long in assaying a tale before somehow pulling 
Babb into it. 

Friedman obviously worships Babb and for a 
man who has dedicated his life to the pursuit of the 
fast buck it is easy to see why. Kroger Babb made 
over forty million dollars roadshowing the same 
film year after year proving that you may not be 
able to fool all the people all of the time but if you 
work hard enough trying you might make a bundle 
just the same. 

The other major player in the Friedman story is 
H.G. Lewis with whom Friedman made such 
trailblazing films as Lucky Pierre and Blood 
Feast. Readers who purchase the book hoping to 
discover new information concerning this coeval 
collaboration will be disappointed. Little is added 
to the cinematic history of Blood Feast and virtual- 
ly nothing is said about 2000 Maniacs and Color 
Me Blood Red, the final two films in what today 
is known as "The Gore Trilogy." Friedman also 
spends a great deal of time talking about the fairly 
well known "nudie-cutie" Lucky Pierre but barely 
mentions the far more interesting "roughie" Scum 
Of The Earth. 

A Youth In Babylon might also disappoint film 
scholars who come to it with the expectation that it 
can be utilized as a standard reference work (who 
these scholars might be I have no idea). Friedman 
provides a treasure trove of information yet with 
no index or filmography, it's apparent that Youth 
has been written primarily as an divertissement. 
And it is a marvelous entertainment because Fried- 
man is a born storyteller, a master on the order of 
Mark Twain or Will Rogers. Like all great racon- 
teurs, Friedman knows when to exaggerate for 
comic effect, when to step aside and let others take 
center stage (seen to best affect in his chapters on 
roadshow pioneers like S. S. Millard) and perhaps 
most importantly, when to poke fun at his own 
pretensions. A second volume has been promised 
- its purported subjects described in the hyperbolic 
language of the carny barker - let's hope that 
Friedman doesn't make us wait too long. 


KROGER BABB 


The Kroger Babb who is such and integral part 
of A Youth In Babylon was a roadshown.an par 
excellence who made a fortune repeatedly 
barnstorming the country with his Mom And Dad 
show. As was the roadshow custom with sex- 
hygiene presentations, a ticketholder was treated 
to the eponymous film (always an innocuous 
morality play concerning a young girl who gets 
herself in the family way), a lecture after the film's 
conclusion - little more than а carny pitch from high 
school and college biology textbook excerpts dis- 
guised as sex manuals - and the screening of birth 
and a venereal disease reels after the pitch. 

Babb instituted two wrinkles in this scheme that 
made his roadshow attraction more appealing (and 
ultimately more lucrative) to mainstream audien- 
ces. The first of these innovations was to segregate 
the audience by sex. This of course gave the 
impression that the male moviegoer would be 
viewing something far more revealing than that 
shown to the more sensitive female. The second 
refinement was upgrading the sex manual spiel. 
Instead of using a thinly disguised carny barker, 
Babb employed actors and seasoned vaudevillians 
to play the part of one Elliot Forbes, the "Eminent 
Hygiene Commentator." Nevermind that there 
were often twenty-five Elliot Forbes appearing at 
the same time in different parts of the country; the 
public ate the whole thing up. By the time Fried- 
man met Babb in 1946, the Mom And Dad opera- 
tion was employing fifty to sixty people and had 
more than two dozen units on the road. 

Although Korger eventually managed to gross 
over forty million dollars with his Mom And Dad 
extravaganza, which allowed him to make as well 
as distribute other successful films, he died nearly 
broke after spending his money on riotous living 
and extravagant parties. A con man to the end, one 
of his last projects was a diet that ensured rapid and 
permanent weight loss through unlimited ingestion 
of ice cream. 


BOOK IT! PLAY IT/ REPLAY IT/ THE PICTURE THAT HOLDS ALL RECORDS/ 


The x 


World's 
Most 
Amazing 
Attraction 


/Α 
Aa? 
AN EDUCATIONAL SEX HYGIENE ATTRACTION PRAISED BY 40,000.000 PEOPLE 


KROGER BABB and J. S. JOSSEY— Those Buckeye Showmen - 
Are Still Proud, Happy and Pleased to Present 
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HOW LUCKY CAN A 
GUY GET? , 


PIERRE THE GIRL EXAMINER 
$88 HIM BARE HIDDEN ASSETS 11 


Starring 
BILLY FALBO ανα 


A Lusky Мето Production 


B. getting involved in motion 
picture production, David Friedman 
was a junior partner in Modern Pictures 
with Kroger Babb and a few others. In 
April of 1959, a Chicago man who 
owned a small film company specializ- 
ing in industrial shorts and documen- 
taries walked into Friedman's office 
looking for a distributor for a yet un- 
made feature film. That man was 
Herschell Gordon Lewis. Friedman 
was so impressed with Lewis' intel- 
ligence and erudition that he got 
Modern to advance money for prints, 
trailers and a promotional campaign. 
Friedman was to be the unit publicist. 
The picture that resulted from this col- 
laboration, The Prime Time (1959), 
was a rather uninteresting coming of 
age teen film. It flopped and is remem- 
bered today, if at all, only for Karen 
Black's film debut. 

Lewis took over the director's chair 
for his next film, Living Venus (1959), 
a thinly disguised bio of Hugh Hefner. 
Friedman was only called upon for 


some occasional advice, Lewis choos- 
ing to conceive and write all the adver- 
tising himself. Modern Pictures, with 
all its connections in the film world, 
was never approached about distribut- 
ing the picture. Thus Venus, not un- 
expectedly, died an even quicker death 
at the box office than Prime Time. 
Friedman faults Lewis’ promotional 
campaign which he describes as "very 
weak." 

Shortly after the release of Venus, 
Friedman decided his future lay in the 
world of skin. His only remaining 
active partner in Modern Films made a 
lot of anile whinings about this 
proposed change in direction so Fried- 
man bought him out. The first thing 
Friedman did as abecedarian movie 
mogul was to call on Lewis with his 
idea for a nudie cutie. Lewis 
responded enthusiastically and after sit- 
ting down with Friedman to write the 
script in one weekend, production 
began on Lucky Pierre (1959) with 
Lewis once again in the director's 
chair. 

Pierre was one of the first nudie- 
cuties, and inasmuch as advertising and 
production costs came to less than 
$8,000, the film turned a very nice 
profit for Lewis and Friedman. Recog- 
nizing a cash cow when they saw one, 
the duo began to churn out nudist camp 
pictures ("volleyball epics" Friedman 
called them) like Nature's Playmates 
(1960) and B-O-I-N-N-N-G! (1960), 
stopping only when the genre ex- 
hausted itself sometime around 1963. 

The films of this period were made 
quickly for a maximum return on a 
small investment and as such do not 
warrant watching. Neither witty nor 
arousing, it is almost inconceivable that 
they could be of interest to anyone save 
film historians or insomniacs. Fried- 
man and Lewis themselves seem to 
have been embarrassed by these ef- 
forts; the screen and advertising credits 
for these cinematic milestones state 
"Produced by Davis Freeman, 
Directed by Lewis H. Gordon." 

The next phase of the collaboration, 
which would result in The Gore Tril- 
ogy of Blood Feast, 2000 Maniacs, 
and Color Me Blood Red, found the 
pair using their real names. This might 
not have been one of the smarter things 
Lewis or Friedman ever did because 
these films were perhaps the most criti- 
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cally savaged in the history of cinema. 
Of course the critics turned out to be 
dead wrong about The Trilogy, for 
these movies are for the most part, 
campy fun; Blood Feast deserving spe- 
cial mention for its demented, hateful, 
epater le bourgeoisie sensibility. Ironi- 
cally, the final work in The Trilogy 
caused an irreparable parting of the 
ways between Friedman and Lewis 
leading the former to accept a partner- 
ship offer from Louis Sonney's son, 
Dan. The partnership which eventual- 
ly became Entertainment Ventures 
Limited found Friedman entering into 
the second and most fruitful period of 
his career, a stage which began with the 
release of My Tale Is Hot. 


THE ADVENTURES OF 
LUCKY PIERRE 


(d) H. G. Lewis 


I. his autobiography, Friedman im- 
plies that Lucky Pierre (1959) was the 
first "nudie-cutie" film when he claims 
that the idea for the movie was given 
to him by a former stripper who was 
running a grind house in Toledo. Yet 
almost twelve months before Pierre's 
release Russ Meyer had created a suc- 
ces de scandal with his Immoral Mr. 
Teas, the first full length motion picture 
to integrate erotic depictions of female 
nudity with narrative. Due to censor- 
ship restrictions in the midwest how- 
ever, Friedman had been unable to 
view Meyer's work so his claim cer- 
tainly has some validity. 

Before the release of Meyer's 
ground breaking work, there were only 
two types of film trafficking in 
feminine pulchritude that could be 
shown to the public without fear of 
legal reprisal (the mere possession of a 
stag film would get you booked on a 
morals charge): the ten to twenty 
minute burlesque reels featuring the 
famous strippers of the day; and the 
nudist flicks which were purposefully 
designed not to arouse but to inform. 
Although what there was to be learned 
from watching naked people playing 
volleyball for ninety minutes is beyond 
me. 


Sure the burlesque reels emphasized 
the erotic charms of the dancers, but 
there was a certain air of unreality, of 
artifice to it; these girls were on stage 
after all. The beauty of Meyer’s 
strategy was that he took the girls off 
the stage and out of the even more 
artificial world of the nudist camps and 
placed them in ordinary settings - the 
beach, the office, the local restaurant. 
The male viewer could relate to this. 
After all who hasn’t fantasized about 
taking that curvaceous secretary back 
to the stock room or ravishing that 
gorgeous waitress in the meat locker. 
And if box office receipts are any in- 
dication, Meyer's "nudie-cutie" was an 
idea whose time had clearly come; Teas 
made a staggering amount of money. 
Grind houses as well as legitimate 
theaters, which heretofore wouldn't 
have been caught dead showing an 
erotic film, couldn't be supplied with 
prints fast enough. So incredibly suc- 
cessful was Teas that it spawned over 
one hundred and fifty imitations in the 
next three years. 

With this serving as an introduction, 
Ican inform you that The Adventures 
Of Lucky Pierre is no better or no 
worse than your average nudie-cutie 
film, adhering pretty closely - with the 
exception of its absence of dialogue - 
to the conventions of the genre. There 
is no frontal nudity, no touching of any 
kind, and the male animal is depicted 
as an imbecilic clown whose libido is 
slaked just by the sight of naked 
women. Why Pierre wants to look at 
these women is something of a 
mystery. Friedman has confessed that 
most of these females were, in all prob- 
ability, the ugliest creatures to have 
ever appeared in a movie of any kind. 
While that might be a bit of an exag- 
geration, you will be wondering how 
these girls found the courage to dis- 
robe. 

The film itself is a rather poorly 
scripted series of comic vignettes 
centering on the misadventures of the 
title character played by a terribly un- 
funny little man named Billy Falbo who 
somehow manages to overact while 
performing in mime. Still, Billy's out- 
rageous hamminess provides a small 
measure of entertainment in an other- 
wise uninteresting picture. Unless of 
course, you get a kick out of watching 
misshapen women expose themselves - 


don't laugh a lot of people do, just look 
at the number of porno mags featuring 
fifty and sixty year old women that 
have been popping up on the 
newstands. 

Some of the nudie-cuties did manage 
to free themselves of the rigid conven- 
tions of the genre. Kipling's Women, 
which was based on a poem by that 
British poet, is beautifully photographed 
and tastefully done. The Ruined Bruin 
and Pardon My Brush provide a few 
laughs with their clever storylines. 
These films, however, appear to be the 
sole gems in a garbage pile of dull, 
lifeless nonsense. Little wonder then, 
that within three short years of its in- 
ception, the nudie-cutie went the way 
of the dinosaur. Films like Lucky 
Pierre can only be said to have has- 


tened the genre's demise. 
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You'll Recoil and Shudder as You Witness 


BLOOD FEAST 
(d) H. G. Lewis (1963) 


B, now almost everyone knows the 
story of frenzied Faud, the crazed 
caterer who slices, dices, savages and 
ravages young women in an attempt to 
accurately recreate a five thousand year 
old Egyptian feast and in so doing bring 
to life Ishtar, an equally antiquated 
Egyptian love goddess. Most everyone 
knows too that this putative precursor 
of the splatter film was shot in about a 
week on the cheap, had its world 
premiere at a drive-in and from that 
inauspicious debut, went on to make 
millions achieving an exalted status in 
the film pantheon of sleaze aficionados. 
What most people don't know, includ- 
ing the pundits of the putrescent, is that 
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Lewis and Friedman thought Blood 
Feast to be a terrible picture and con- 
sequently had absolutely no idea that it 
would go on to be as successful as it 
did. "Everyone was surprised at the 
business this picture did, including 
myself," said Lewis in an interview 
given in 1975 with Todd McCarthy. 
"There were many people who wanted 
their money back. There were others 
who saw it five or six times, which also 
bewilders me, because I'd never call 
Blood Feast a good production." 

In an ironic twist of fate, both 
producer Friedman and writer-director 
Lewis ended up making very little 
money from the film. During the sum- 
mer of '64, less than one year after 
Blood Feast's release, Friedman sold, 
in perpetuity, all his personal interest 
in the film. Lewis held on to his piece 
but got involved in a lawsuit over the 
rights and, in what Friedman describes 
as a "monstrous miscarriage of jus- 
tice," ended up losing most of the 
profits he was due. 

There are those who would consider 
that the justice meted out to both men 
was poetic. After all, why should 
Friedman and Lewis be allowed to real- 
ize a profit on a film in which they had 
no confidence and considered to be a 
shoddy little piece of crap? 

Whatever personal reservations the 
duo had about their film, they certainly 
had to be proud of the amount of con- 
troversy it created. Friedman main- 
tains, with no small measure of pride, 
that Blood Feast was one of the most 
maligned pictures in the history of 
cinema and for perhaps the only time 
in his life, he's not exaggerating. "To- 
tally Inept Horror Shocker," screamed 
Variety's headline in the May 6, 1964 
issue going on to spew, "incredibly 
crude and unprofessional from start to 
finish . . . is an insult even to the most 
puerile and salacious audiences . . . a 
fiasco in all departments." “Blood 
Feast is grisly, boring movie trash," 
shouted The LA Times. "... А blot on 
the American film industry . . . an 
insult to the intelligence of all but 
readers of horror comic books." 
"Amateur night in the butcher shop," 
shrieked The NY Times. 

Certainly pans from such bastions of 
middle brow tastes should today serve 
as an inducement to immediate rental 
at your local video parlor, yet aside 


from its arguable value for film his- 
torians and aficionados of cartoon like 
violence, is there any reason for people 
with active sex lives and gainful 
employment to watch Blood Feast? 

The answer is yes, of course, yes, 
for Blood Feast is such a sublime work 
of disdain that only a philistine would 
fail to recognize its genius. It makes 
something like Pasolini’s Salo look like 
a Disney production. Whereas Pas- 
solini imbues his film with artifice, 
with a certain amount of objectivity, a 
distancing that allows you to say to 
yourself: "I am watching a movie. A 
movie made by a very disturbed and 
cynical individual, but a movie never- 
theless." Blood Feast on the other 
hand, does not allow you this luxury, 
it is relentless and immediate: the 
world seen through the eyes of 
homicidal children. 

Yet its not the depiction of 
misogynistic mayhem that is so disturb- 
ing here; rather, it is the rapturous 
disdain with which these scenes are 
filmed. And nowhere is this disdain so 
beautifully expressed than in the 
notorious sequence in which a 
pneumatic beauty has her tongue ex- 
tracted. Normally, even in the most 
obnoxious horror film, the scene would 
last only a few moments. Here, it 
seems to take hours and moreover, it is 
not handled violently but erotically. 
When the woman is assaulted she does 
not frantically fight for survival as we 
might expect, instead, she allows her- 
self to be pushed onto the bed, and 
mounted by the madman. Once this 
has been effected, the lunatic gently 
corkscrews two fingers between his 
victim’s moistened lips and then 
proceeds to ape coitus while the woman 
moans languorously. When the tongue 
is finally uprooted, there is no cut to 
another scene; the viewer is asked to 
studiously gaze at the spuming, muti- 
lated mouth of the dying woman. 

As you can see, this is not the disdain 
of timid or trivial souls. No! It is a 
marvelous disdain, a profound disdain, 
a loathing really, that manifests itself 
in so many marvelous ways: for the 
actors by forcing them to recite 
humiliatingly bad lines and to perform 
with props like a rotting sheep’s 
tongue; for the notion of filmmaking as 
craft by refusing to recognize even the 
most elementary aspects of the dis- 
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cipline; and for the audience, by im- 
agining it to be nothing more than 
cretinous swine with appetites so bru- 
tally atavistic that it could be satiated 
only by the cheapest and shoddiest of 
titillation. In other words, this is a film 
made for no one. 

This is the triumph of Blood Feast. 
It is a work that exists by itself and only 
for itself. Like DuChamp’s urinal 
turned on its side, it is perfection be- 
cause it is both art and anti-art and so 
does not admit criticism. 

This also makes Blood Feast one of 
the supreme gestures of disgust in 
modern art. More celebrated works in 
this vein, like Pound’s Hugh Selwyn 
Mauberly, or T. S. Eliott’s The Waste 
Land, simply cannot begin to approach 
Lewis and Friedman. Yet perhaps of 
greater relevance to you dear reader, is 
the fact that the bourgeois parvenu to 
whom you are presently chained will 
also be discovered to be incapable of 
approaching Blood Feast. Show the 
film to this provincial dilettante then 
argue loudly and passionately about its 
singular importance. You will be 
called asinine and insane but your affair 
will end, the shackles of an im- 
poverished and unwanted love will be 
removed and you will once again be 
happy and free. It will not be the first 
time someone has been liberated by this 
magnificent and seminal film. 


Ths films Ramrodder, Thar She 
Blows, Starlet and The Long Swift 
Sword Of Siegried which have recent- 
ly been unearthed and transferred to 
video, were all written and produced 
by David Friedman. Although not his 
best work (that distinction belonging to 
Blood Feast and 2000 Maniacs, the 
ground-breaking and epochal gore fests 
he made with H. G. Lewis), they are 
not without their own simian charms. 

Made and released between 1969- 
1971, an era Friedman describes as the 
"golden age” of sexploitation because 
of the Supreme Court decisions which 
loosened the fetters of censorship 
(loosened, not removed, thus the ab- 
sence of penetration, "wet" shots and 
penises of all shapes and states of readi- 
ness), these films of Friedman’s are at 
once representative and totally unlike 
anything produced during this period. 


What these films share with others 
of their time is workmanlike direction, 
callousness, and hilariously over- 
wrought sex scenes. Unlike other 
"products" of this period however, 
Friedman’s flicks, with their self-con- 
sciously inane dialogue, ridiculously 
convoluted plots, indifferent acting and 
an almost surreal reverence for female 
pulchritude are undeniably entertain- 
ing. In short, they are not "art", but 
they are the perfect films to pop into 
your VCR when you and your buddies 
feel the need to do nothing more than 
drink and hurl vile insults at scantily 
clad women or ad-lib misogynistic 
responses to amateurish readings 
mouthed by businessmen and models 
posing as thespians. Mr. Friedman 
moreover, would probably not be at all 
put out at hearing his films so 
described. "Most people make preten- 
tious garbage," he has repeatedly 
stated; "I make funny garbage." 


RAMRODDER 


Pau a more apt title for this dirty 
western would be Bunrodder since the 
filnmakers primary concern is the 
posteriors of the lithe beauties parading 
their way across the screen. Leaving 
no buttock unturned, director Von 
Guilder (a pseudonym if ever I heard 
one), literally rubs the viewer's face in 
creamy, fleshy behinds with such tight 
close-ups that every nook, cranny and 
bit of celulite is clearly delineated. Yet 
your gaze is never allowed to linger; 
just as the camera gets so close you'd 
swear you were looking from the inside 
out, there is a sudden zoom out and then 
zoom in to another absurd angle. 
Ramrodder is a western parody that 
derives its humor from its seemingly 
purposeful lack of authenticity. The 
Indians look like extras from Psych- 
Out, the dialogue is a mixture of 
vaudeville - "Sometimes I think you 
think more of those savages than me." 
"Hey! You were pretty savage yourself 
last night." - and romantic kitsch - "Let 
us not fill the remaining moments with 
words" sayeth an Indian maiden, "How 
Ilong for the hot fire of the lash" sayeth 
another - and the plot recalls the dread- 
ful Victorian melodramas that were a 
staple of the London stage at the turn 


of the century and of early American 
silent films. 

Breaking even further with the con- 
ventions of the western, the "ramrod- 
der" of the title is a decidedly unheroic 
figure. Short and rather silly looking, 
he bangs Indian maidens at every op- 
portunity although married, gets the 
bejesus kicked out of him in his only 
fight and even considers fleeing when 
he learns that he has been marked for 
death as a result of being wrongly 
accused of murdering the chief's 
daughter. John Wayne or Gary Cooper 
he is not. Unfortunately for the 
viewer, this creep is saved by the 
savage Tawana and his wife who so 
charms the revenge-minded tribe with 
an outrageous buttock dance that they 
abandon their vendetta. 


THAR SHE BLOWS 


his film was apparently made for 
no other reason than to have it go down 
in cinematic history as the first nudie 
sea story. Friedman leased a yacht in 
Newport Beach for about $2,500, 
dreamed up the title that he says "wrote 
itself" and then completed the project 
in about a week. The other noteworthy 
aspect of the film is the introduction of 
the characters Phil Latio, a butt-licking 
motion picture director, and Kenyon 
Adler, his slimy producer-boss, both 
of whom later become fixtures in other 
Friedman movies. 

Thar She Blows is not however, the 
story of these two slimeballs but of 
Captain Bill Frigit, a modern day Cap- 
tain Ahab who is obsessed with "his 
own private Moby Dick." Well actual- 
ly it is his lack of that portion of his 
anatomy on which he has fixated 
having lost it several years before we 
first meet him when some young thugs 
removed it with a grappling hook. 
Now the good captain spends his days 
harboring his dreadful secret and run- 
ning his yacht with his sister Sally and 
her erstwhile boyfriend. Enter Phil 
and Kenyon, who charter the yacht for 
a sea cooze with several aspiring star- 
lets, and the games begin. 

Realizing that a one-hundred foot 
cabin cruiser limits what he can do 
cinematically, Friedman peppers his 
scenario with all manner of kinky hi- 
jinx. There is a lesbian scene, a spank- 


Brutarian - Vol. 1 No. 2 


` FILMED IN 
COLOR ON THE 
BRINEY DEEP! 


ing scene, a shower scene, a masturba- 
tion scene and of course, frequent 
nudity. Fortunately, these bits serve to 
effectively counterbalance the film’s 
preoccupation with the one dimen- 
sional characters of Frigit’s sister and 
her ineffectual boyfriend. Friedman’s 
best moments revolve around the char- 
acters of Latio and Adler and when 
either is on screen the film becomes an 
absolute howl. 


Lavishly & 
Dramatically 


STARLET 


vn Starlet bills itself as a 
scathing expose of the demimondaine 
of the adult film industry, it is in reality, 
little more than a soap opera, albeit an 
amusing one. Friedman's screenplay 
focuses on the attempts of Carol, Al- 
lison and Linda to land choice roles in 
a major Hollywood film. Owing to 
their lack of connections, the actresses 
are reduced to making nudies with the 
nefarious Adler-Latio team who, as we 
have seen in Thar She Blows, treat 
women like dogs. Unlike her counter- 
parts however, Carol sees through the 
pair and so allows herself to be ex- 
ploited until she has accrued enough 
money and power to turn the table on 
the decadent duo. 

Critics have described Friedman's 
films as being constructed as rigidly as 
a Christian morality play. I find this to 
be a rather interesting take on Friedman 
inasmuch as his perception of the world 
seems to be essentially amoral and 
something akin to Darwinian. Here for 
example, the ostensible heroine of the 
piece, Carol triumphs not because she 
is kind or heroic, but because she is 
strong and intelligent. Her friends, 
rather dim and unyielding by contrast, 
are destroyed: Allison, a kooky les- 
bian is electrocuted while attempting to 
blackmail Carol and Adler, and Linda 
the principled virgin is raped by Latio 
(who gets off scot-free) and winds up 
an impoverished alcoholic. 

In spite of its melodramatic story, 
Starlet entertains owing to a witty and 
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intelligent screenplay. Friedman 
keeps his scenes short and employs 
frequent use of cross-cuts to keep the 
eye busy. The proceedings slacken 
only during the by-the-numbers sex 
scenes (does Friedman use the same 
story-boards for all his scenes of 
coitus?) but they are kept mercifully 
brief. 

An interesting historical aside, Star- 
let was seized by the Alabama police 
in six different theaters after the of- 
ficers purchased tickets, viewed the 
film in its entirety and concluded that 
it was obscene. The theater operators 
were arrested and charged with the 
showing of obscene materials with one 
poor drive-in operator additionally 
charged with contributing to the delin- 
quency of a minor. Rather than go 
through the circuitous state appeals 
process, Friedman through his film 
company Entertainment Ventures sued 
the governor and the state of Alabama 
in federal court. The upshot was a 
ruling that the seizure of the film and 
incidental arrest of an exhibitor based 
solely on the conclusion by the police 
that such film was obscene constituted 
a violation of the principles of freedom 
of expression. As for the hapless 
drive-in operator, he was found not 
guilty by virtue of having the Alabama 
law which he was charged with violat- 
ing declared void for vagueness. The 
governor of Alabama who Friedman 
believes instituted the proceedings in an 
attempt to garner publicity, later failed 
in his bid to get reelected. 
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THE LONG SWIFT SWORD 
OF SIEGFRIED 


cst as many of Friedman's 
productions are parodies of genre 
films, one would expect a film set in 
the Middle Ages to be a satire of ex- 
pensive Hollywood costume dramas. 
What one gets here though, is an inter- 
esting recounting of the Siegfried 
legend replete with ample nudity, soft- 
core sex and staged scenes of fellatio. 

Friedman wrote the screenplay for 
the film which was originally filmed in 
German and released in a two hour 
version under the title Siegfried And 
His Lusty Maidens. Dissatisfied with 
what had been done to his script, Fried- 
man took the film to the Paramount 
studios and refashioned an English 
dubbed version taking care of the 
rewriting and directing chores himself. 

Friedman's refashioning is an ac- 
count of the peripatetic Prince Siegfried's 
search for a wench heroic enough in 
proportion to serve as his spouse. This 
simple conceit is fraught with pos- 
sibilities and Friedman exploits it for 
all it is worth pushing the salacious 
Siegfried into the sack at almost every 
opportunity. 

Much of the humor to be found in 
Siegfried arises from the fervid and 
somewhat overzealous love making 
"techniques" of Siegfried who seems to 
have been taking lessons from Ted 
Bundy: breasts are violently kneaded 
like stale dough, teeth are sunk into the 
most sensitive parts of the female 
anatomy with impassioned abandon 
and women are tossed about like rag 
dolls. How Siegfried's partners sur- 
vive much less enjoy these strange in- 
terludes will puzzle even the most har- 
dened sadist. 

A very youthful Sybil Danning 
(billed as Danninger) stars as the object 
of Siegfried's attentions. Those al- 
ready spanking their Johnson’s in 
double time over the prospect of seeing 
Sybil’s nude body ravished are advised 
that this is a soft-core production so 
although you are treated to plentiful 
peaks of this provocatively propor- 
tioned pubescent, none of Sybil’s 
paphian portals are plumbed. 
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Sex and Buttered Popcorn 


aka For Adults Only 
Kit Parker Video (1989) 


е 


BUTTERED 
POPCORN 


CRITICAL ACCLAIM: 

"WILD . . . FUNNY STUFF!” Leonard Maltin, ЕТ. 
“REAL HOWLERS!” San Francisco Chronicle 
"AMAZING! RARE! CHOICE CLIPS" Psychtroric Video 
“WILD AND FUNNY!” Hollywood Press 


It is practically impossible to make a boring documentary about the history of 
exploitation films. Certainly most of the movies made in this genre are worthless 
and unwatchable, but if you take the more ludicrous scenes from these pics and 
juxtapose them with interviews with people who were intimately involved with 
the genre, and add unobtrusive tongue-in-cheek narration, you have the makings 
of a highly entertaining production. Thankfully, this is just the strategy the 


Showtime network - on which Popcorn originally aired - decided to follow. 
Starting with early silent skin flicks and exploitation pioneer Roy Sonney, our 
guide Ned Beatty (dressed somewhat like a midway pitchman) takes us on a 
fascinating journey through exploitation’s golden age. Along the way we also 


spend some time with David Friedman and his erstwhile partner Dan Sonney 
(their hilarious reminiscences are for me the high point of these very entertaining 
proceedings) as well as Kroger Babb’s widow Mildred. Whilst being beguiled, 
We learn just what it was about the scripts, plots and players that made roadshow 
epics like Child Bride so risibly different from their distant Hollywood cousins. $ 95 
Witty asides and barbed comments are cleverly underscored by judicious editing 


with snippets of vintage film clips hurled at you at times in rapid, almost staccato 
fashion. Beatty simply sets up the scenario and steps back, letting the exploitation жаай: 


veterans or the films do the talking. The only criticism I have is that Popcorn 
ends rather abruptly in the fifties after a few tantalizing glimpses of ecdysiasts 
Tempest Storm and Lily St. Cyr in some primitive striptease reels. Then again, 
it does make some sort of twisted sense to conclude an exploitation film 
documentary with a teaser. 


j Ju W. | 
CENTRAL PARK MEDIA” 
301 W. 53rd St. 13th PI. 
New York, NY 10019 
Phone: (800) 833-7456 
Fax: (212) 977-8709 


DAVID FRIEDMAN FILMOGRAPHY 


THE PRIME TIME (1959) unit publicist 

LIVING VENUS (1959) consultant 

THE ADVENTURES OF LUCKY PIERRE (1959) producer/co-screenwriter 
DAUGHTER OF THE SUN (1959) producer/screenwriter/sound 
NATURE'S PLAYMATES (1960) producer/screenwriter/sound 
B-O-I-N-N-N-G (1960) producer/screenwriter/sound 

GOLDILOCKS AND THE THREE BARES (1960) producer/screenwriter/sound 
BELL, BARE, AND BEAUTIFUL (1961) producer/sound 

SCUM OF THE EARTH (1961) producer/screenwriter/sound 

BLOOD FEAST (1963) producer/co-screenwriter/sound 

2000 MANIACS (1964) producer/sound/production designer 

COLOR ME BLOOD RED (1965) producer/co-screenwriter/sound 

MY TALE IS HOT (PANTIE'S INFERNO) (1965) associate producer 


THE DEFILERS (1965) producer/screenwriter/sound 
THE POKER PARTY (short) (1965) and THE CASTING DIRECTOR 
(short) (1965) actor/director/producer/screenplay/camera/editor/sound 


THE NOTORIOUS DAUGHTER OF FANNY HILL (1966) associate 
producer/screenwriter 


A SMELL OF HONEY, A SWALLOW OF BRINE (1966) producer/screen- 
writer/sound/actor 


BUT CHARLEY, I NEVER PLAYED VOLLEYBALL (1966)(short) 
producer/director/screenwriter/camera/editor/sound/actor 


MONDO DEPRAVEDOS (1967) producer (unreleased) 
SHE-FREAK (1967) producer/screenwriter 

BRICK DOLL HOUSE (1967) co-producer 

BRAND OF SHAME (1968) producer/screenwriter 
LOVE CAMP 7 (1968) associate producer/actor 

THE LUSTFUL TURK (1968) producer/screenwriter 
THE HEAD MISTRESS (1968) producer/screenwriter 


SPACE THING (1968) co-producer/screenwriter 
THE PICK UP (1968) actor 

THE ACID EATERS (1968) co-producer 
STARLET (1969) producer/screenwriter/actor 
THAR SHE BLOWS! (1969) producer/screenwriter 


THE HOUSE OF A THOUSAND DREAMS (1969) coproducer (un- 
released) 


THE RAMRODDER (1969) co-producer 

COME ONE, COME ALL (1970) co-producer 
TRADER HORNEE (1970) producer/screenwriter/actor 
THE MASTER PIECE (1970) co-producer 


THE LONG,SWIFT SWORD OF SIEGFRIED (1971) producer/co-direc- 
tor/screenwriter 


THE EROTIC ADVENTURES OF ZORRO (1971) producer/screenwriter 
BUMMER! (1973) co-producer 

ILSA, SHE-WOLF ΟΕ ΤΗΕ 5.5. (1974) co-producer 

JOURNEY OF O (1974) co-producer 

JOHNNY FIRECLOUD (1974) producer 

SEVEN INTO SNOWY (1975) producer 

CHORUS CALL (1976) producer 

GAMES WOMEN PLAY (1977) co-producer 

THE EROTIC CARTOON FESTIVAL (1977) producer/screenwriter/actor 
BABY LOVE (1979) co-producer 

THE BUDDING OF BRIE (1980) co-producer 

PUSS ’N’ BOOTS (1982) co-producer 

ALEXANDRA (1984) co-producer 

MATINEE IDOL (1984) producer/screenwriter/actor 

BLONDE HEAT (1985) producer/actor 
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by СА Schaefer 


I turned off Sunrise Boulevard and walked along Sunrise 
Lane, finally stopping at the World Famous Parrot Lounge. 


I frowned as I looked at it, almost closing time and my 
chance to score was looking bleaker with each passing 
moment. There was an indifferent surfer type in a green 
T-shirt at the door checking ID’s. I showed him mine and he 
motioned me inside. 


The sudden light made me squint. The Parrot was 
crowded and chaotic. College types, and nearly all were 
drunk. They wore a uniform of sweatshirts and jeans touting 
fraternities, sororities and institutions of higher learning 
from up and down the Eastern Seaboard: Yale, Oberlin, Ohio 
State, Tennessee Tech, and a host of others. The students 
were all shouting and laughing; on the dance floor they were 
writhing and swaying to the beat of Mick Jagger’s hoarse "I 
Can't Get No ... Satisfaction." I liked it. I'd scouted the 
Parrot before, it was a happy hunting ground. I looked 
around at the women. There was a real nice selection to 
choose from. I watched them gyrate and felt the old tingle 
in my crotch. Fucking college cunt. They were a curse and 
a blessing. 


The bar was jammed with a throng of sweaty bodies. I 
had to force my way through to buy a drink. Two bucks for 
a lousy 7&7. I paid the bartender and pushed my way back 
toward the dance floor; found myself a semi-private spot next 
to a cement pillar and surveyed the action. I was feeling good. 
Vibrant. I drank my Seagrams and drilled a path through the 
smoky haze with my eyes. Strobe lights flashed through the 
swirling murk. My face was flushed with hot anticipation. 


Then I saw the little bitch. She was standing alone under 
a sign flashing "EXIT." She was suntanned and slender, 
wearing a virginal white silk blouse with a tight thigh-high 
mini-skirt. The ash blonde hair surrounding her patrician 
face swirled around her like an angelic halo. Her plump full 
bosom pressed invitingly against the fabric of her transparent 
top. I could see the cups and straps and the deep cleavage 
beneath. 


I felt the familiar chill course through me. The icy 
instinctual lust that would slide down my spine, gently 
squeeze my balls, and leave my loins inflamed with sudden 
heat. My dick began to unfurl in my shorts. My mind 
clarified while I watched the light wash over the girl and 


bathe her face in a soft radiance. My tension subsided, 
replaced by quiet resolve. 


The girl was sipping a Vodka Collins. She sipped slowly, 
with a daintiness that underscored her overt femininity. Her 
eyes were emerald green. They were sliding about the lounge 
in a distracted manner, reflecting the studied boredom of a 
Junior League society bitch. It made me want to kill her. 


I sensed this feeling at once. My senses rarely let me 
down. My intense perception pleases me; it helps me to be 
a success at what I do well. Her green eyes caught my own 
of violet blue. She stared boldly, shivered, flipped away her 
gaze with a toss of her hair. I remained there staring, willing 
her to come to me, drawing her shining sun into the black 
hole of my own orbit. 


I slapped her face with a psychic command. She didn’t 
move. The pull wasn’t working. Yet her eyes, as if in 
obedience to my dark authority, slowly turned toward my 
face again. I didn’t smile. I studied her face. She dropped 
her eyes; they flickered toward the dance floor, landed there, 
and bounced with the rhythm of the dancers. That displeased 
me. I firmed my lips and strode across the room until I stood 
right in front of her, blocking her view. Now she had 
nowhere else to look. She had to look right at me. She didn’t 
recognize the ancient face of death; so I spoke to her. 

"I’m Jerry. Do you mind if I talk to you?" 

Miss Junior League studied me vaguely, blinked a mes- 
sage of indifference, raised her frosted glass to her painted 
lips and sipped her vodka. She held the tall glass with both 
hands shielding her mouth, peering over its rim. Coy. Cute. 
The strobe lights cast a blue tint over her features. Cyan 
suited her. I was moved to strangle her, felt my fingers curl 
at the thought of encircling the slender neck. 


"What do you want?" she asked. 


I liked her voice. It had a soft, bored, sexy tone. Lan- 
guorous. Her accent was finishing-school classy with an 
underlying hint of arrogance. She was a college cunt out 
slumming, spending Daddy's money. I wanted her ... dead. 


"Company. Unless you think I'm bugging you." 


"No, you're not "bugging me.' Not yet, at any rate," she 
sniped. Flashed her eyes at me with haughty insouciance. 
She had too much money; too many cotillions with callow 
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boys dancing attendance to her every whim. That life was 
over, she just didn’t know it yet. 


It reminded me of the time I'd cut off a hitchhiker’s head 
with a machete and set it on a stump. I'd noticed how the 
eyes in the head were alive, moving, watching the 
decapitated body kicking and writhing. I'd tapped the head 
with my knuckles and asked, "Are you alive in there?" then 
added, "If you're in there, blink your eyes." And the eyes 
stared at me and blinked. It was spooky. The hitchhiker was 
dead, yet undead. It took her a few minutes to realize what 
had happened before she could settle down and die. This one 
with her snotty airs reminded me of that interesting girl. 
Would this turn out to be another memorable affair? 


"I drove down from Rollins for the weekend. It's my first 
time in Lauderdale," I lied. "I came in here and I didn't know 
a soul, then I saw you alone. I don't enjoy the loneliness. I 
thought, what a nice-looking girl, and well . . . here I am." 


"T've been here a few hours," she said, softening. "I came 
in with some other girls from our house. We're Tri-Delts. 
They met some Dekes from Boston College. They've gone 
to the Elbo Room and now I'm about to leave myself. Just 
as soon as I finish up my drinky." 


"I'll get you another little drinky if you'll stick around." 
"No thanks. I'd better not." 
"Why not? We can dance." 


"I know. I'm half tiddly already. I wouldn't want to end 
up like the Tiddly Tot from Agnes Scott." She crinkled up 
her eyes with a mischievous thought. 


"How did the Tiddly Tot end up?" 


She cocked a plucked eyebrow at me. "Preggers. Preggers 
under the moonlight, compliments of her beau from Tech. 
Who taught her how to neck. And a few other little things, 
as well I suspect." 


"He should have been wearing rubbers when fooling 
around in a wet place." 


"Really?" She stared boldly. 


I returned her stare with one of my own. Studied her 
demeanor thoughtfully. She was still vague but venturing out 
near the edge. She was rolling the long damp collins glass 
between her hands. Something was on her mind, troubling 
her. I have excellent instincts for that. Her indecision made 
her vulnerable. I like them uncertain. I play with their 
emotions before I play with their 
bodies. Mindfuck them before 
the more disgusting act is con- 
summated. 


"What's your name? Where's 
your school?" I asked. 


"Gwendolyn. Gwendolyn 
Kent. I'm a senior at Smith. 
We're down for spring break. 
We're having fun." She took 
another dainty lady sip from her 


dwindling drinky. 


| looked around at the 
women. There was a nice 
selection to choose from. | 
watched them gyrate and 


felt the old tingle in my 

crotch. Fucking college 

cunt. They were a curse 
and a blessing. 


"Gwendolyn is a long name," I said to keep her moving 
her mouth, and she gushed for me. 


"It's an awful name. Everyone calls me 'Gwen.' Well, 
my mother calls me Gwendolyn, of course, but on campus 
I'm just Gwen." 

Suddenly some female part of her sensed the unspoken 
message, felt the lust radiating out toward her. She looked 
up. Studied me with new eyes. Saw I was tall and athletically 
built, powerfully muscled, with a deepwater tan and sharp, 
fine features. Handsome, with a delightful spill of sun 
bleached blonde hair and a dark mustache. She sensed my 
experience with women, noted my fraternity pin, a minor 
badge of social class structure. She watched my bright but 
unrevealing violet eyes, misread the trace of smoldering 
passion shining through the alcohol for something that would 
stoke her own erotic fires, instead of extinguishing them. 
Like others before her, she was thinking that a girl could do 
much worse; that there wasn't much remaining time before 
closing. She was right and she was dead wrong. Like the 
Tiddly Tot, Gwen's wet cunt would be the death of her. I 
knew it the moment she raised her glass and fluttered her 
eyelashes at me demurely over the rim. 


I decided to kill her. I drew her death warrant with my 
intellect and signed it with my will. The decision was devoid 
of reason. I felt a heaviness in my balls, a lightness in my 
head. A heightened sexuality enveloped me in a circle almost 
humming with emotion. I felt the acrid mixture of marijuana 
and tobacco smoke swirl up my nostrils to tickle my brain, 
and enhance my emerging insanity. 


The laughter was bawdy, glasses rattled and tinkled with 
ice, and Jim Morrison was alive and urging us on, "Come 
on baby, light my fire." 


I stepped closer to the spoiled bitch. The lounge was 
crowded, so there wasn't much choice, but I liked it close 
once the final decision has been made. Gwen glanced up, 
and favored me with a cozy smile, but it was a smile full of 
hesitation, almost remote. I would bring her up from the 
depths of her lassitude, crystallize her attention; I'd teach 
her the meaning of her life and send her off into the void. I 
spread myself around her, sucked her into myself, bending 
her to my suggestions and my will. I would drain her juices, 
her very soul, and discard the empty husk. My eye was 
drawn to her breast and caught the fraternity pin. 


"You're pinned," I said. 


"Oh, you noticed the pin! 
How very observant of you. 
Scouting out what you need to 
know. Men are like that, aren't 
they? Always curious. Looking 
under rocks, peering into nooks 
and crannies. Exploring. But 
women have the nosy reputa- 
tion. How do you figure that?" 
She pouted. 


I gave her a slow charming 
grin. "It's not the pin, Gwen, it's 
the location of the thing." I 
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brought my own glass up and 
watched her reaction over the 
rim. 

"Location?" She asked coyly, 
knowing exactly what I meant. 

"Sure. Hanging out there on 
the end of your teats, how could 
I miss it?" 

She sucked in her breath. I let 
my animal vitality come to the 
surface, drew her toward me 
with erotic steely-eyed mag- 
netism. I was confident, know- 
ing. She looked into my eyes and 
saw shadows that she’d never be 
able to fathom. It made her uneasy and curious, which in 
turn made me more attractive to her. I watched the color rise 
in her cheeks and knew what she was feeling as clearly as if 
it was written across her forehead in blood: she wanted my 
touch. She would feel it soon. My penis stiffened a bit at the 
thought. 


I shifted slightly so she could see the outline of the 
half-erection. A tiny quiver ran through her as she picked up 
on the bulge. Women want hard dick, don’t let them fool 
you on that score. Gwen wasn’t fooling me. Her body was 
betraying her while I watched. I finished off my drink. 

"How about another vodka?" I asked. 

"I really shouldn't." 

"Tell me about it." 

"One, because I'm really tired; two, because I'm already 
"half in the bag’ as they say; and three, it might make me do 
things I'll regret later. Want some more good reasons?" She 
showed a trace of crossness, annoyed with herself for what 
she knew she was going to do. 


"Have another one. I insist." 


She looked at me. Saw I wanted her drunk. She smiled 
and nodded. "I won't be responsible for what may happen." 

"You've never been responsible for anything in your 
whole life, have you?" The statement stung like a whip. 

She opened her mouth. Shut it. Looked at her hands. 
"Nope. You're right. I’m my Daddy's little girl." 

"And somebody else's besides Daddy’s too, eh?" 

She shrugged and looked away. 


I fetched her another Vodka Collins. Handed it to her and 
watched as she took her first sip. She closed her eyes and 
sighed, opened them and swept the crowd. Maybe looking 
for the boy whose pin she had placed over her two-timing 
heart. 

"What house are you in, Jerry?" 

"Why, Sigma Tau Sigma. Is there any other?" 

"Actually I've never heard of Sigma Tau Sigma. Are you 
national?" 

"Sure. But mainly in the South. Social frat. Party animals. 
We do it in the road." 


It reminded me of the time 
l'd cut off a hitchhiker's 
head with a machete and set 
it on a stump. l'd noticed 


how the eyes in the head 
were alive, moving, watch- 
ing the decapitated body 
kicking and writhing. 


She let that one slide and said, 
"Where are the Brothers 
tonight?" 

"Mostly still cramming for 
finals. I've done mine. Getting a 
jump on the action here on 
Lauderdale Beach." 


"Where are you staying?" 
"The Jolly Roger," I lied. 
"We're at the Yankee Clip- 


per. It's a long walk down the 
beach from here." 


"The Jolly Roger's not too far 
down AIA ... and they have big 
soft beds." 


Furtively, Gwen glanced around her. The room was a roar 
of conversation and music. She seemed unsteady from the 
alcohol and smoke. She looked directly at me. I looked 
straight back at her. I loomed over her and beamed my 
masculine presence down upon her, let her feel it like a 
physical pressure. She was blushing again, caught up in some 
cuntish fantasy of erotic release. She knew what she wanted 
when she walked in the door. I was the answer to that 
annoying itch between her legs. Her body was not going to 
be denied tonight. She knew it. I knew it. But what she was 
thinking shamed her. She fought with herself in an effort to 
deny the message that shimmered up from between her legs 
on waves of female heat. She studied me; knew instinctively 
that my touch would be fearless, that I would guide her and 
set her body aflame. I blessed her with a casual and confident 
smile, let her see that I was a world unto myself. That I 
would stroke her and make her purr with ecstasy. She wanted 
it. Shamelessly. She raised her drink, finished it off with one 
gulp. The alcohol would work its magic in her brain, 
drowning her resistance; soon the spreading slime would 
flood her genital crease. I’d smell it on her. She held out her 
glass and said, "I need just one more, and then I’m leaving." 


She’d be leaving all right. I wouldn’t want to deprive her 
of her one last drinky. I went back to the bar, ordered the 
drinks and paid for them, and made my way back to the 
nervous bitch. 

She took the glass from my hand, put it to her mouth, and 
drank deeply. The emerald eyes were streaked red from the 
smoke hanging in the air like an acrid blue fog. There were 
bubbles of greasy sweat sprinkled across her forehead at the 
hairline. Her lipstick was smeared. Not even a thank-you for 
Steppin Fetchit. 

"I find you attractive, Gwen." 

"I’ve heard that line before," she snapped. 

"You look pretty tonight." 

"Do I?" She was uncertain. 

"Yes, very." Reassure her. Coddle the bitch. 

, You're gonna make a lewd proposition, I can feel it 
coming. Am I right?" she challenged. 


I looked down and let my gaze linger on her bosom. 
Smiled. 
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She took the glass from my hand, put it to her mouth, and 
drank deeply. The emerald eyes were streaked red from the 
smoke hanging in the air like an acrid blue fog. There were 
bubbles of greasy sweat sprinkled across her forehead at the 
hairline. Her lipstick was smeared. Not even a thank-you for 
Steppin Fetchit. 

"I find you attractive, Gwen." 

"I've heard that line before," she snapped. 

"You look pretty tonight." 

"Do I?" She was uncertain. 
"Yes, very." Reassure her. Coddle the bitch. 


"You're gonna make a lewd proposition, I can feel it 
coming. Am I right?" she challenged. 


I looked down and let my gaze linger on her bosom. 
Smiled. 


"A seductive proposition was more what I had in mind," 
I countered. "You appeal to my natural instincts." 


"Seduction as a natural instinct. What an interesting 
theory. Did you pick that up in Psych 101 up there at Rollins, 
or is that a regional philosophy? Maybe I haven't heard this 
line after all." She raised her Collins and swallowed another 
hefty gulp. 


"Down South we don't deny our natural instincts. Up 
Nawth where you Puritans come from natural instincts are 
the same as mortal sins, aren't they?" he drawled. 


She grinned at the ceiling -- rolling her eyes in feigned 
despair. 

"I suppose you think all Ivy Leaguers are gay?" 

"You mean to tell me they're not? I can't believe that. I 
met this guy from Amherst, he's carrying around this poodle. 
GAY RIGHTS TASK FORCE blazoned on his sweatshirt. 
Went about one-forty soaking wet, limp wrist and all. At 
Rollins we'd have run his ass off campus on a rail. Sex 
perversion is illegal in Florida. Normal in New York and 
points north, that's what I hear." 


Gwen drank her vodka and smiled some more. "Tell me 
about your "natural instincts’ theory, Jerry." 

"I'm a red-blooded American boy, and I do what I gotta 
do. And I gotta do it with a woman." 

"Male chauvinist piggy-wiggy! Oink-oink!" 

"You're not the first to say 
that. But I don't let my instincts 
bother me. I enjoy sex — that is, 
lovemaking -- all the pleasures 
of romance. I've studied the 
Kama Sutra. I've learned that 
adult women prefer seduction.” 


She arched her back like a 
cat, flaunted the swell of her 
breasts and opined primly, "I 
thought it bothered every man. 
My boyfriend gets the 'guilts' 
every time. Actually he's a little 
straitlaced for a man. That's 
what I think," she complained. 


nerable. 
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Her indecision made her vul- 
| like them uncer- 


tain. | play with their emo- 
tions before | play with their 


bodies. Mindfuck them 
before the more disgusting 
act is consummated. 


"Me, I have needs. I accept them as natural, and I don't 
suffer any guilt when my needs are satisfied. Dr. Freud 
wouldn't find me a very interesting specimen, I'm afraid." 


“1 rather think he would," Gwen remarked. 


I gave her a quizzical look. She gave me a wink in return, 
then opened her eyes wide with innocence. Touche. But I 
had her. My every sense told me so. I saw it in the sparkle 
of her eyes, heard it in her seeking words. I knew Τά win. 
Her vulnerability shone through her tiredness in her rest- 
lessness, her need to talk. She was another romantic and 
troubled cunt -- full of alcohol and the surging emotion that 
nibbled away at her will, and set her up for me. I knew what 
I wanted: the darkness, the moonlight, her naked white body 
in my hands. 

She was sipping her drink and looking at me, smiling a 
vague invitation, her moist eyes tentative yet bold. I inched 
closer to her, and smiled back with conspiratorial under- 
standing. We were close, almost touching, and in the small 
space between our bodies I could smell the lusty heat of her 
satin flesh, the musk emanating from her secret place below. 
I flared my nostrils like a stallion as I sucked in the aroma 
of her desire. 


"No guilt," she breathed. 

"None at all," I answered, giving her the push she needed 
to send her over the edge. "I don’t see how guilt could enter 
into it." 

"Oh? Well, how do you see it?" 

"Т see it as normal." 

"Just ... normal?" 

"Sure. We both want the same thing, don't we?" 

She hesitated. Nodded. 


"So we seek each other out, dig? You have needs, don't 
you?" 

She lowered her eyes, and ran her hands through her hair 
restlessly. Shrugged. 


"Don't worry about love and marriage, and lifetime 
commitment. Just think in terms of need. You feel it, don't 
you?" I lowered my voice and leaned closer to her face. 
"People feed you this line about 'sin.' You've heard it?" 

She bobbed her head. 


"Well forget it. It doesn't make sense because it doesn't 
even exist. Not for people like 
me. I get pleasure from a 
woman. And she can get all the 
pleasure she wants from me." 


Gwen crossed her legs and 
placed her hand unconsciously 
over her heart as she took a deep 
breath. 


"Why worry, Gwen? You've 
got the body of a woman, I can 
see that. But are you a real 
woman inside, or just a school- 
girl playing make-believe on 
spring break?" 
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"Let's do it," I said, tired of 
being her busboy. 


She squirmed a bit and said, 
"I’ve got to pee." I watched her 
lurch off to the ladies room, then 
carried the empty glasses back to 
the bar. A few minutes later she 
came sauntering toward me, face 
washed, lipstick freshened. She 
took my arm possessively and 
said, "I think I need some fresh 
air." 


I didn’t argue. I guided her 
across the room and out the door 
marked "EXIT." We emerged 
into darkness. I steered her north on Sunrise Lane. The moon 
was high, the stars twinkling merrily. Gwen looked up at the 
sky and stumbled. The alcohol. I took her by the elbow, held 
her tightly. My Dingo boots rang on the sidewalk as we 
strode toward the bright lights of Sunrise Boulevard. 

When we got to Sunrise, I steered her away from the 
beach, toward the bridge spanning the Intracoastal. As we 
stood on the corner of Breakers and Sunrise, I held her close 
to me. The late night traffic slid past. Drivers saw a pair of 
lovers, dismissing them from mind instantly. 

"Where are we going?" Gwen said. 

"To the park," he told her. "You're a little drunk and you 
wanted some fresh air. We can sit down on a bench for a 
while and watch the moonlight on the Intracoastal Waterway. 
It's lovely. Quiet and private. We'll kiss. I'll hold you. 
You'll feel better. Trust me." 


"There's a park around here? Right on the beach?" 


"Sure. Birch State Park. See the sign there across Sunrise? 
It's huge. Big trees, nature paths. You'll like it. A nice walk 
in the moonlight is just what we need — romantic too." 


"We won't get in trouble going in there at night, will we?" 
"What do you mean 'get in trouble?" 


"You know, rapists. Killers. I'm thinking of something 
like that." 


I chuckled. "This is Birch State Park in Fort Lauderdale, 
not Central Park in New York City." 


"It's safe then?" 


"Sure. You're not alone. You're with your man." I gave 
her waist a squeeze. 


kill her. 


There was a break in the traffic and we dashed across 
Sunrise. Her heels clicked on the cement. I held her arm, 
felt the blood rushing through it, and discerned a hot shiver 
of anticipation sliding down into my balls, once again causing 
my penis to stir. The drunken slut made me aware of the 
urgency of my need as she stumbled along, giggling and 
lightheaded with vodka and soda water. She seemed amazed 
at her own daring. She leaned into me. Her body was warm 
and soft, full of blood and filth. I wanted her. I would enter 
her body. Know her secrets. Endure her conversation. Steal 
her life. 


Gwen's wet cunt would be 
the death of her. 


the moment she raised her 
glass and fluttered her 


eyelashes at me demurely 
over the rim. | decided to 
| drew her death 
warrant with my intellect 


and signed it with my will. 


I led the girl into the vastness 
of Birch State Park. Her bead 
was leaning on my shoulder. She 
had her arm around my waist. I 
could feel her cigarette-scented 
mane caressing my cheek. The 
bitch was agreeably sluggish. I 
held her close to me. She looked 
up at me and smiled as I guided 
her along the trail into the deep 
woods. We were swallowed by 
the night. 

The girl was not a problem. 
Her thoughts were probably on 
the prospect of lovemaking to 
come. I saw the shifting shadows beneath the trees; heard 
the rustle of nocturnal creatures in the darkness. I sensed no 
fear in her, only a pulsing sexuality alive with energy and 
expectation. The alcohol would mask any warning signals 
until it was too late. It was already too late for this one. The 
Australian pines whispered around us. The pine needles were 
a soft carpet beneath our feet, the secluded path ended at a 
seawall. She gasped at the vista spread before us. 


"It's a lovely sight, isn't it?" I said. 

"What is that place over there?" 

"That's the Yacht Club ... a big restaurant on the left 
where boaters can pull up, and over on the right back in that 
cove are ritzy homes along Seminole Drive. Jew developers 


steal the whole area from the Indians and then name a street 
after them. Isn't that a laugh?" 


"It's romantic," she breathed. 


I gently pressed her back against the bole of a palm tree. 
I fingered the fraternity pin shining on the slope of her 
bosom. "Who's the lucky boy?" 


As the moon shown down on us, a tendril of cloud scooted 
across the night sky and darkened Gwen's face. "Bobby." 
She spit the name out as if it brought a bitter taste to her 
mouth. 

"He doesn't take you for moonlight walks?" 

She shook her head mournfully. 

I twisted the emblem. The silk split and the pin came off 
in my hand. I flipped it into the water. Put my hand on her 
breast, massaged her nipple. 

"My blouse ... " 

"ΤΗ buy you a new one. What does this Bobby fucker do 
for you?" 

"Not enough," she hissed. 

I caressed her teat firmly with the palm of my hand then 
tickled the nipple gently. "Tell me about Bobby. Why 
doesn't he love your titties like I do? Maybe he's a queer, 
huh?" 

"He'd rather get high than take the time to do what you're 
doing." Her toes were curling with pleasure as I continued 
to knead and tickle her breasts. 


"And Gwen’s high is sex?" 


| knew it 
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She hummed her acknowledgement. 
"What happened tonight?" I tweaked her nipple. 


"Oooh! The usual. We ... argued. I told him to take his 
dreary ass back to the hotel and he could see me when I come 
back. If I come back. He has a nasty temper." 


"Oh, does he now?" 

"He wants me to be his little vestal virgin." 

"You're a shameless rutting slut." 

She rolled her hips. 

"It never seems to move him ... except to anger." 

"Bobby's not a considerate lover?" 

"Never. He uses me. He fucks over me." 

"Leaves you all tense and unfulfilled?" 

"Always." 

"Drags you through the emotional mud of his post-coital 
guilt trips?" 

"Yes, Dr. Freud," she giggled. 

"He's a regular shit, isn't he?" 

"A very rich shit." 

"Daddy's money?" 

"Of course." 

"Gonna make that money all your own, hey?" 

"Sure. Right after we graduate. It's the American way." 

"He the jealous type?" 

"God, yes!" She pressed her teat into my hand. She was 
getting aroused by my light teasing caresses. 

"What if he knew what we were doing right now?" 


She tensed for a beat. "He'd kill me. And his father would 
buy him out of it. They own banks." 


She looked up at me. I could feel her body reaching out 
to be touched. 


"You're no better than a whore." 

"But a rich whore. Not a cheap whore." 
"Know what I do to whores, Gwen?" 
"What?" she sighed dreamily. 

"I fuck 'em." 


She lifted her face and willed 
me to kiss her. Opened her 
mouth in expectation. I smelled 
the alcoholic fumes as I bent to 
her need. Her lips were slick 
with oily paint. I slid my tongue 
between her teeth. She closed 
her eyes and pressed her softness 
against me. My hands dropped 
to her hips, seized them; I rocked 
her gently. My tongue probed 
inside her sour mouth. I could 
feel the heat of her breasts 
through her bra and my shirt. 
The alcohol fueled her wanton- 


| punched the shank deeper 
into her bowels. Her body 

jerked in an involuntary or- 

gasmic climax. | was glad it 


was good for her. It was 
good for me too. She 
reflexively squeezed my 
penis and | came in her hand. 


ness, increased her awareness and sensuality. 1 brushed my 
fingers down the front of her blouse unfastening buttons. She 
pressed her cunt against me, felt the thick masculinity against 
her loins. She rocked her hips back and forth in bold 
invitation, her shamelessness quickening her desire and 
setting her on fire with lust. "Oh yes!" she whimpered. "Strip 
me! Strip me naked!" 

She was asking for it now. I pulled the filmy silk blouse 
from her shoulders, unfastened her skirt and slid it down 
over the warm mounds of her buttocks. She kicked it aside 
with a little giggle. I ran my fingers through her silky blonde 
hair and smiled at how it gleamed in the moonlight. 


"You’re a wonderful lover," she panted. 
"Better than Bobby?" 


"Bobby's a lump of silly putty compared to you." She 
placed her hand on my face and gazed into my eyes. "You're 
so much more than I had hoped for." 


"Your fantasy?" 
"Oh yes!" 


She reached for my boner. Ran her hand over the heated 
curved scimitar encased in my jeans. 


"You've got a big one!" 

"You like that big hard dick?" 

"Yes!" she moaned, "I'm getting wet." 
"Wet where?" I teased. 

"Down there." 

"Say it, Bitch!" 

"Wet in my cunt!" 

"You're a whore." 

"I want it. Please! Do it to me." 


I brushed my lips across the swell of her haltered breasts, 
felt her nipples erect beneath the cups of her brassiere. I let 
her feel my mouth hot on her belly, in her navel, sliding 
down toward her pulsing liquid center. She moaned her 
willingness, opening her thighs with unmistakable invitation. 
I played my tongue just above the waistband of her bikini 
briefs, teasing her and being rewarded with a passion-laden 
mew] of disappointment as I straightened and pressed my 
turgid heat into her belly through the denim of my jeans. 


She opened her eyes. Stared at me curiously, probably 
wondering why I couldn't bring 
myself to put my mouth over the 
stinking buttery slime seeping 
through her panties, slickening 
the insides of her thighs. "Lick 
me! Eat my pussy, Lover!" she 
begged, naming the perversion 
she longed for. 


Before I could respond, she 
closed her eyes and pulled my 
head down to her mouth. She 
thrust her tongue hungrily be- 
tween my saliva-slippery lips. I 
could feel the racing beat of her 
heart thumping just above her 
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right breast. She moaned as a 
wave of passion overwhelmed 
her; her body shivered with the 
onset of her first orgasm. She 
clawed at my zipper. Nothing 
else seemed to matter to her. She 
reached into my trousers and 
wrapped her right hand around 
my penis, squealing her delight 
and panting, "Yes! Yes! Yes!" 
as with her left hand she tore at 
her panties in an effort to strip 
them from her own ass. Her 
wanton depravity was out of con- 
trol. She’d become an animal in 
the mindless throes of sexual lust, a regular bitch in heat. 


Quickly, I ran my left hand up the length of her knobby 
spine, pulled her trembling body toward me in a close 
embrace; then I laid the cold blade against her belly and 
pushed it into her with irreversible finality and deadly intent. 


I levered the knife deep into her gut and clamped my hand 
over her mouth to stifle the scream that bubbled up from her 
suddenly-violated body. The pain tore her apart, overloading 
her senses. She tried again to scream, but I kept my hand 
gripped considerately over her mouth. She opened her eyes 
and fixed me with an intense and questioning stare. I smiled 
at her, wondering how her head would look on a stick. I 
punched the shank deeper into her bowels. Her body jerked 
in an involuntary orgasmic climax. I was glad it was good 
for her. It was good for me too. She reflexively squeezed 
my penis and I came in her hand. 


I watched her eyes drop to the shaft of steel buried in her 
belly, just above the crest of her pubic triangle. She watched 
my hand as I pulled the blade up and across, neatly gutting 
her. She stared with wide-eyed fascination as the ropy coils 
of her own intestines slid out of her belly and hung to her 
knees. Her eyes were filled with disbelief. Her terror must 
have blocked off the pain. I angled the cutting edge up under 
her rib cage and lanced it into her heart. The green eyes 
rolled back in her head, becoming white marbles. 


I could feel the blood coming up, filling her mouth, hot 
and sticky behind my hand. I pulled her head back away from 
my face; saw the mouth pout in a small soundless puckered 
"О" as I jerked the knife free from her belly. A fountain of 
blood erupted, spurting darkly over the pine needles. 


The bitch gasped, a raw sucking sound. I'd heard it before, 
recognized its implications. She turned around and grasped 
the palm, hugging it to her like a lover; then she made an 
obscene throaty gurgle and the blood and vomit spewed from 
her mouth and nostrils. She choked and collapsed to her 
knees, then flopped onto her back. Through the rustling 
branches of the Australian pines she could catch the glimmer 
of sparkling stars strewn across the inky vault of the night 
sky. She called for her Bobby once, softly, hiccuped and slid 
away into death. I was heartened. It was a satisfying and 
skillful kill. 


I peered into her lusterless eyes. She was undeniably dead. 
I wiped the heavy knife clean on her skirt and slipped the 
war surplus bayonet back into the sheath in my Dingo boot. 


Killing Is Thirsty 


Work. 


I noticed her purse, a small 
clutch. I opened it. Tissues, 
lipstick, a sheaf of hundred dol- 
lar bills, feminine odds and ends 
and two student ID cards. One 
for Miss Gwen, and the other for 
Mr. Robert Purcell Ashford, the 
elusive Bobby. As I pocketed the 
bills, an idea was born: I tugged 
down Gwen's blood-spattered, 
sex-sodden panties, wadded 
them into a ball, and tossed them 
onto the pine straw. I dragged 
her disemboweled corpse across 
the seawall, leaving a wide 
spoor of greasy blood. I rolled it into the cleansing warm 
waters of the Intracoastal Waterway. Gwen's other clothing 
and purse joined her in the water. Then I dropped Bobby's 
student ID near the bloody panties, and walked from the 
park. 


Killing is thirsty work. I headed towards Lum's for a 
schooner of beer, confident that the Fort Lauderdale Police 
Department would be able to solve the mystery of the 
murderous lover's quarrel. 


WARNING: EXXXPLICIT 
SEX & VIOLENCE 


Stories That Convicted The Author of MURDER 
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People (Australia): "The sickest writer in America today." 
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Joe Bob Briggs: "The strangest ... has the ring of truth." 

Mike Gunderloy: "Most revolting book I've reviewed... the real thing." 
Amok Books: "One of the most amazing books I've ever read... 
Quite intense... eye-popping... such a crazed book." 

Mike Newton: "Grabs the reader in a stranglehold & never lets go... 

[] Required reading for students of serial murder." 
Dom Salemi: “Brutal fantasies from the heart of death's dream kingdom.” 
DA Robt Stone: "He's a madman... he's dangerous. If he gets out 
it's like signing people's death warrants." 
Fla. Dept. of Corr: “Graphic presentation of sexual behavior 
& graphic violence in violation of state law.” 
Fla. Bar: “Inappropriate in the hands of a prisoner." 
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part one off 
Palmers 


The Last Daze of 


Famous 
Monsters 


One pleasant spring evening in 1982, my telephone rang. Little did I realize 
then that one phone call would set in motion a chain of events that would 
dramatically and drastically alter my life for the next four years. The ebullient 
voice of Forrest J. Ackerman bubbled forth from the receiver: 


"Hi Randy! Forry Here!" (Forrest J. Ackerman (FJA) is the only person I know 
whose voice, textually represented, justifies the use of perpetual exclamation 
points to signify sentence breaks.) 


Forry was calling with a rather unusual request: would І be able to coordinate 
his work for Famous Monsters while he flew the "Grislyland" coupe for a few 
months on an extended European vacation? 


"No problem," I promised. "Just tell me what I have to do." 


So he did, and that started the ball rolling. But as I was to learn the hard way 
before year’s end, Warren Publishing Company’s Eerie Empire was crumbling 
from the inside out. The Captain wasn't hanging around to go down with the 
financially sinking ship, but the shipmates were methodically scrubbing the 
decks, hoping for some monetary miracle that would save them from a fate 
worse than long unemployment lines (If you think it odd that Ackerman, 
editor-in-chief of Famous Monsters, wouldn't know what was going on 
behind the scenes, stick around and you'll learn the answer to that mystery). 
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When Forry asked for my help 
that fateful spring day, | was a long 
way from Hollywood, living in 
metropolitan Washington, D.C. 
Harvey Clarke and Ron Waite, FJA's 
assistants, were right there іп L.A. | 
wondered why he didn't enlist their 
help for the duration. Was it be- 
cause my writing style so emulated 
his own? Since Га been writing for 
Famous Monsters for about nine 
years at the time, | consciously 
strove to echo Forry’s editorial style 
because that was the flavor of 
Famous Monsters. 


Whatever the reason, | essential- 
ly became the "acting editor-in- 
chief" for a handful of summer is- 
sues - "ghost-acting-editor" is 
probably a better term, for as far as 
the readers were concerned, Forry 
was always on "active duty." 


| was extremely pleased that FJA 
had enough faith in my abilities to 
assign me this honor, and | was 
anxious to do my best in his ab- 
sence. But as it turned out, | didn't 
have all that much to do because 
most of the pieces planned for the 
summer issues were already com- 
pleted and in the New York office. 
Famous Monsters, like most 
monthly periodicals, had a three 
month lead time. Mainly, | was 
responsible for combing through is- 
sues of Daily Variety (Forry's sub- 
scription being re-routed to my ad- 
dress during his absence), compil- 
ing information on new horror and 
sci-fi productions and writing up 
news features. | would express mail 
the completed pieces to the NYC 
office to the attention of Bill Mohal- 
ley - Mohalley was art director for all 
the Warren Publishing Company 
publications; in addition, he was the 
managing editor of Famous 
Monsters. 


Bill had my phone number in 
case anything went wrong during 
Forry's absence and he used it fre- 
quently. The first time | heard from 
him he wanted me to write a "Speak- 
ing of Monsters" page for the next 
issue of Famous Monsters (The 
"Speaking of Monsters" pages were 
the "throwaway editorials" that 
preceded each issue's contents 
page). ° 


"| thought Forry had already writ- 
ten all of those for the summer is- 
sues," | said. 


"Yeah, but we can't use this one," 
Bill told me. Seems that Famous 
Monsters was going to feature 
color pages in the summer issues, 
and it would seem strange if Forry's 
"Speaking of Monsters" didn't men- 
tion it. 

Now just ponder that for a mo- 
ment. Here is a major departure for 
the magazine (and one that was 
long overdue considering that Fan- 
goria had been running color pages 
since its inception in 1979), and the 
editor-in-chief wasn't even aware of 
it. When Bill told me this | was 
aghast. How could the managing 
editor/art director know about this 
and the editor-in-chief NOT know? 
With a three month lead time, the 
color supplement had to have been 
in the works for some time. Yet no 
one ever bothered letting Forry 
know what his own magazine was 
doing! This was my first taste of the 
sort of "political shenanigans" in 
which the Warren Publishing Com- 
pany frequently indulged, the kind of 
thing that would eventually lead to 
Forrest J. Ackerman's resignation. 


After | got over the initial shock, 
| sat down and wrote the "Speaking 
of Monsters" page that would intro- 


duce the first issue of Famous 
Monsters to feature color. | tried to 
imagine what Forry would say if he 
was writing it. Underneath a foto 
(from my own collection) of a giant 
syringe being readied to pierce the 
epidermis of The Amazing Colossal 
Man was printed the following: 


A SHOT IN THE (H)ARM! 

Would you believe we've hired the crew 
above (straight out of The Amazing Colos- 
sal Man) to inject into this Classic 
Collector's Copy of Famous Monsters a 
big dose of livid, vivid COLOR! In our first 
color sections you'll quiver & quake at the 
shivers & shakes of Star Trek: The Wrath 
of Khan and Tron! 
And... after your eyeballs have ceased 
goggling at our mind-boggling coverage 
of these new pix, you'll still be pixilated by 
scream-scenes & funtastic fotos of 
Steven Spielberg’s newest, Poltergeist, 
the Beastly Beastmaster, The Road War- 
rior - and evermore gore galore! 


Mohalley called me back a few 
nights later, after he received my 
"Speaking of Monsters." 


"We're going to have а total of 
eight pages of color," he explained. 
"Do you think it would be better to 
run it all together, or separated?" 


Well, this was odd: an art direc- 
tor calling a freelance writer, who 


Forry Ackerman consulting with Vincent Price 
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he’s never met, to ask what the 
magazine should do with its new 
color section. 

"My feeling is that if its divided 
into two sections, a potential reader 
browsing through the magazine at a 
newsstand might think there are 
more color pages than there actual- 
ly are," I said. "Therefore, а recom- 
mend running the color in two sec- 
tions,^ (Because of the printing 
logistics, the color pages could only 
be printed together or divided into 
two sections). | guess Bill liked the 
idea, because that's how the color 
pages appeared in Famous 
Monsters’ color debut (#186). 


So far, so good. But then, about 
amonth into my acting editor phase, 
| received a photocopy of a letter 
which Harvey Clarke had mailed to 
Bill DuBay, who was at that time 
editor of the Warren comic 
magazines (For a while he also 
edited under the pseudonym Will 
Richardson). In a cover letter to me 
Harvey said, "I see no reason why 
you shouldn't be made aware of 
this." 


Clarke's letter to DuBay was 
bizarre. It was dated May 27, 1982, 


е KING KONG AL 


28 


and consisted of nine pages of 
diatribe evidently directed as a 
rebuttal against some things DuBay 
had said to Clarke in a telephone call 
that day. The main points of 
Clarke's letter were: 


e Forry could never survive on "the 
pittance that {Warren} pays 
him," and therefore needed to be 
involved in other projects, such 
as editing a series of sci-fi paper- 
back anthologies, running his 
literary agency (which Acker- 
man had done for years before 
he had even heard of James 
Warren), and other ventures. 
According to Clarke’s letter, 
DuBay had told him that "Роггу 
should be writing Famous 
Monsters and doing nothing 
else." 


e Clarke on company сотрепза- 
tion policy: Warren Publishing 
consistently reprints Forry's ar- 
ticles in spin-off one-shots (For 
example, in the 1979 Alien movie 
tie-in, Meteor tie-in, etc.) without 
paying reprint fees. 

e Clarke on Bill Mohalley: 
"Mohalley drives Forry nuts with 
orders for articles after articles 
(on) Star Wars, Conan and Super- 
man, etc. . . . generally days 
beyond the deadline, when 
there's no time to argue. | know 
Forry feels he doesn't have con- 
trol (over the magazine's con- 
tent} that amounts to anything at 
all anymore . . ." 


e Clarke on James Warren him- 
self: "The publisher has been 
spoiled rotten from the first 
issue. He lucked into an endless 
supply of old, rare classic pics 
(which) have always been 
Famous Monsters' strong 
point." Clarke went on to tell 
DuBay that FJA was paid $50 for 
one black and white still and $75 
for a color one by "a New York 
magazine called Scholastic . . ." 
The suggestion was that Warren 
Publishing should be compen- 
sating Forry for supplying the 
stillustrations as well as the text. 
Now here we get down to brass 

tacks. Clarke had supplied a couple 

of color photos for use in Famous 

Monsters. These stills had cost him 
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$5 each, and he wanted reimburse- 
ment for the expenditure. Evident- 
ly, someone on the Warren Publish- 
ing Company staff decided that 
Clarke wasn't going to get reim- 
bursed (I have no idea if they even- 
tually paid him for the stills. When | 
was working there, the company 
paid my contacts for supplying 
photos we couldn't get elsewhere). 


The upshot of all of this is that 
DuBay's phone call to Clarke, and 
Clarke's rebuttal letter to DuBay, 
either sparked off (or further fueled) 
a feud between the NY publishing 
office and Forry's Hollywood office. 
All of this happened while Forry was 
vacationing abroad. Early in his let- 
ter, Clarke promised DuBay he was 
goingto forward a copy of his rebut- 
tal to Ackerman so that FJA could 
see it as soon as possible. 


| found this letter a bit unsettling 
because it seemed indicative of 
hostilities brewing behind the 
scenes, although Mohalley never 
said anything to me about it. When 
| sent in the material for the second 
issue of Famous Monsters that | 
was ghost-editing, | mentioned to 
Bill that I'd like nothing better than 
to come to work for Warren Publish- 
ing in some kind of official capacity. 
Nothing came of that idea immedi- 
ately, but it probably had some 
bearing on my being invited to 
replace David Allikas as assistant 
editor of the Warren comic line 
when Allikas left the Warren fold 
later that summer. 


| was at work when Tim Moriarty, 
who had by this time (July 1982) 
replaced Bill DuBay as editor of 
CREEPY et al., called and asked if 
Ра be interested in becoming War- 
ren Publishing Company's new as- 
sistant editor. 


After | finished choking on my 
sandwich asked, "How soon would 
you need me?" 

"Right away." 

1 told Moriarty Га have to talk it 
over with my (now-ex) wife, Lisa, but 
| was pretty sure I'd be able to pick 
up where Allikas was leaving off. 

Lisa was agreeable to relocating 
to NYC, so the next day | officially 
accepted Moriarty's offer and sent a 


letter to Forry to tell him the good 
news. At the same time he sent a 
letter to me telling me he was wash- 
ing his hands of Warren Publishing 
Company. 

The series of events which cul- 
minated in Forrest J. Ackerman’s 
shocking resignation from Famous 
Monsters had originated about five 
years previously. There’s a good 
capsulization of Forry's frustrated 
feelings about it all in Fangoria #24. 
The main points were these: 


e No communication from Jim 
Warren for several years. No let- 
ters, no phone calls, no personal 
visits . . . no nothing. 


e No cost-of-living salary adjust- 
ments for several years (despite 
the horrendous double digit in- 
flation rates of the late 1970s). 


e Afeeling of "distancing" from the 
NY office and staff, and a result- 
ing "loss of control" over the 
editorial content of Famous 
Monsters. 


In the Fangoria piece Forry ex- 
plained, "For twenty years {Warren 
and I} shared all kinds of confiden- 
ces, the lush times and the lean, but 
in the past five years he's become 
as remote an enigma to me as the 
late Howard Hughes." 


Perhaps Forry would have con- 
tinued writing and editing Famous 
Monsters for another five years - 
even if he had to do it without ever 
interfacing with the Boss - if some- 
thing else had not happened that 
made it morally impossible to carry 
on. Before proceeding, however, it 
might be best for casual readers to 
familiarize themselves with the 
Warren Publishing Company 
employees names and functions, so 
that the following staff transitions 
and upheavals and convoluted 
publishing deals will be easier to 
digest. 


First of all, you have to know 
about Jeff Rovin. Jeff Rovin, al- 
though not a salaried staffer, was 
listed as Famous Monsters' con- 
sulting editor. He supplied the 
magazine's "Graveyard Examiner" 
pages as well as occasional articles 
and interviews. Rovin lived in Con- 
necticut and made most of his 


money writing books on motion pic- 
tures as well as some fantasy fiction. 


Sometime in 1981 Rovin pitched 
an idea to Jim Warren for a new kind 
of magazine - one that would have 
been a radical departure for Warren 
Publishing, had Jim Warren decided 
to publish it. It was to be called 
Videogaming Illustrated, a magazine 
devoted exclusively to the burgeon- 
ing arcade and home video game 
market. Rovin envisioned it as a 
slick, high-quality publication sup- 
ported by megabuck advertising 
revenue from video game hardware 
and software manufacturers. Un- 
fortunately, he was unable to inter- 
est Jim Warren in the concept. The 
result was that Rovin decided to 
publish the magazine himself. 


Rovin was unable to finance the 
venture alone; an investment 
partner was needed. So in stepped 
Warren Publishing’s circulating 
director, Mike Schneider. With 
Schneider’s participation it became 
imperative that Jim Warren not find 
out about the project - Jim Warren 
would never allow his staff to get 
involved in any way with "the com- 
petition;" now here was a Warren 
Publishing Company staffer who 
was creating competition!. Rovin, 
not being a salaried staffer, could 
more or less do as he pleased. War- 
ren believed, mistakenly of course, 
the video game magazine was dead 
in the water once he had nixed the 
idea of publishing it under the War- 
ren Publishing Company banner. 
So Videogaming Illustrated was pub- 
lished by a company called ION In- 
ternational, which was essentially 
the Rovin/Schneider partnership. 
The premiere edition of the new 
video magazine was shipped to 
newsstands during the summer of 
1982 with Rovin credited as both the 
editor and publisher. Mike 
Schneider's name was nowhere to 
be found. 


In addition to being published 
and edited by Schneider and Rovin, 
Videogaming Illustrated frequently 
used Warren Publishing con- 
tributors like Ric Meyers and myself 
(If this seems like unimportant trivia, 
stay tuned for further develop- 
ments). 
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During the creation process of 
the premiere issue of Videogaming 
Illustrated which, because of a sub- 
sequent title change, is frequently 
abbreviated VCI, Forry Ackerman 
was contacted and asked to con- 
tribute a few articles. But FJA's 
byline never appeared in the 
magazine because, according to a 
letter to Ackerman dated August 20, 
1982, written by the executive vice 
president of ION International, FJA 
"kept {us} waiting so long for ar- 
ticles that we finally had to write 
them ourselves." I’m not trying to 
spotlight this single incident, or em- 
barrass Forry in any way; I’m simply 
attempting to establish the connec- 
tion here, because it is important: it 
was, in fact, a communication from 
ION that became the intolerable 
"last straw" that precipitated Forry's 
resignation from Famous Monsters. 


In addition to the complaint 
about the articles, ION's vice presi- 
dent went on at length crucifying 
Forry for a variety of alleged "sins", 
including not thanking Jeff Rovin for 
Rovin's recommendation given to 
book publisher A.S. Barnes that 
Ackerman ghost write new chapters 
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for a second edition of Ray 
Harryhausen’s Film Fantasy Scrap- 
book; not responding after ION had 
sent FJA an autographed Valerie 
(Superman) Perrine foto; neglecting 
to mention Rovin’s good reviews (in 
Famous Monsters) of Forry’s 
"Gosh! Wow!" and "Reference" 
books... and so on. It seems to me 
that many of the writer's complaints 
were terribly minor quibbles. 


However - and this may be sig- 
nificant - a postscript to the letter 
tells Ackerman that "it was a real bad 
idea for two of your people to write 
on your agency letterhead 
...{r}egarding obscenity (laws) and 
similar {mail} infractions... {these} 
will be pursued to their fullest 
against the contents of two of your 
assistants’ letters ... | ат sad to 
report that the Ackerman agency 
will be held culpable ..." 


| have not seen copies of the 
letter to which the postscript refers, 
and so can’t comment on what hap- 
pened. The harsh tone of the ION 
letter to Ackerman, however, sug- 
gests that these assistants of Forry's 
(one would assume the unnamed 
individuals to be Harvey Clarke and 
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Ron Waite) said something really 
nasty in their missives. . 


Forry also received another let- 
ter from the ION address (which at 
the time was Jeff Rovin's home ad- 
dress) again dated August 20. This 
letter, written by one C.W., 
"Secretary to Mr. Rovin," is the 
clincher. Paragraph two reads: 

As you are probably aware, Mr. Rovin met 
with Mr. Warren, Dan Tunick, and Mike 
Schneider on the fourth of this month to 
explore Mr. Warren's invitation to edit 
Famous Monsters magazine. Mr. Rovin 
has made no decision on this, but either 


way Mr. Warren's plan to make you editor 
emeritus should please you... 


Who could blame Forry Acker- 
man for wanting to resign after this? 


Five days later (presumably after 
FJA had attempted unsuccessfully 
to speak to Warren directly about 
the matter) Forry sent this letter to 
Jim Warren at the NYC office: 

Dear Jim, 


This is my resignation as editor-in-chief of 
Famous Monsters. 1 will complete the 
copy for issue #190 two weeks before 
deadline... 
If it is true, as stated in the xeroxed copy 
herewith of the letter from Jeff Rovin’s 
secretary, that earlier in the month you 
offered Jeff Rovin editorship of Famous 
Monsters without so much as breathing a 
word of it to me, that is sufficient reason 
for me to resign. 
If it is not true, | have suffered such in- 
tolerable dissatisfactions for several 
years past that | would no longer be will- 
ing to perform the services that | have for 
25 years unless: 
(1) Jeff Rovin is immediately fired from 
Famous Monsters. 
(2) Гат given an Index-of-living raise of 
$8,000 a year starting with the October 
check and readjusted annually. 
(3) lam reimbursed several hundred dol- 
lars a month, if necessary to purchase 
freelance work and fotos. 
(4) Express mail expenditures are reim- 
bursed. 
(5) | am given a significant portion of the 
sales generated each month by the back 
issues of Famous Monsters. 
(6) The title is changed to Forrest J. 
Ackerman's Famous Monsters. 
Never mind. 
This is my resignation as editor-In-chief of 
Famous Monsters. And | hope someday 
before | die you will communicate with me 
and let me in on the world's best kept 
secret as to how things came to this sorry 
pass onthe verge of our 25th anniversary. 
Sincerely, 


Forry 
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As he no doubt expected, Forry 
never heard from Mr. Warren. Ack- 
erman had completed enough text 
to fill several more issues of 
Famous Monsters, effectively 
making issue #190 his last. 


| was dismayed and upset by 
what had transpired between For- 
rest J. Ackerman and the New York 
office, but at the same time | was 
quite excited about my new position 
as assistant editor at Warren 
Publishing Company. Forry wished 
me the best of luck, and soon after, 
| took off for the Big Apple . 


Forry wrote to Bill Mohalley 
shortly after mailing Warren his 
resignation letter: 


"Good news sure travels fast! 
I've already had several phone calls 
about my resignation . . . (including 
one from) Harlan Ellison! 


Since Rovin didn't leap at the 
opportunity to oust me on the 
(infamous meeting of the 4th, it oc- 
curs to me: what if he doesn't want 
to shoulder the responsibilities of 
editor-in-chief? In that case, | think 
fate has been kind to you: | under- 
stand Randy Palmer is becoming a 
Warren employee on Sep 7, and he 
would be an ideal replacement for 
me.. ." 


| chronicled much of my Warren 
Publishing Company exploits in 
Dick Klemensen's Little Shop of Hor- 
rors magazine іп 1986, but at the risk 
of repeating myself | want to em- 
phasize some of the shenanigans 
that went on at 145 East 32nd street, 
NY, NY. 


| met everyone that first day, a 
Tuesday, except one rather sig- 
nificant person: James Warren. In 
fact, let me disabuse readers of 
what may be one probable expecta- 
tion in reading this article: | never 
met Jim Warren while working for 
Warren Publishing Company. The 
man never came into the office, as 
far as | know. Although there was 
one late night visitor that . . . well, I'll 
tell that tale when it's time. 


Famous Monsters 4189 was 
being shaped up for the printer 
during the first week or so that | was 
there. This issue was to feature 
E.T., the summer of 1982's hottest 


film property. Unfortunately, for one 
reason or another, Warren Publish- 
ing Company was unable to secure 
the rights to publish any photos of 
the Ε.Τ. character. | don't think this 
was a blanket policy adopted by 
Universal. (You recall that when The 
Exorcist first arrived on the scene in 
1973, publication of photos of Linda 
Blair in makeup were not released to 
any magazine - although | seem to 
recall Time magazine publishing 
one or two pix of the Blair-Beast.) 
It's just possible that Forry's depar- 
ture from Famous Monsters pages 
ensured that genre figures like 
Steven Spielberg would not 
cooperate with the "new" Famous 
Monsters. In any case, we found it 
necessary to use a painting of E.T. 
for the cover of #189. 


After familiarizing myself with my 
new editorial duties, | was able to 
relax a bit more with the staff. On 
the surface, | got along with just 
about everybody at Warren, al- 
though sometimes | still wonder if 
some staffers didn't have a bone to 
pick with me. If they did, I'd have а 
hard time determining why, but 
there were times when | distinctly 
felt a hostility emanating from cer- 
tain individuals. There's no reason 
now why | should try to keep the 
names secret, | guess . . . so you 
may as well know that | felt that both 
Tim Moriarty and Bill Mohalley 
developed a certain dislike for me. 


Unfortunately, this is all kind of 
anti-climatic because l'm ata loss as 
to tell you why they felt this way. 
Possibly it was because Forrest J. 
Ackerman recommended me as his 
successor; possibly it was because 
| took the business so seriously, 
going to reasonably great length to 
do things the "right" way - like con- 
tacting David Cronenberg for a pre- 
release Videodrome interview, or 
using my personal contacts to 
supply new pix for Famous 
Monsters. 


| asked my friend Herschell Gor- 
don Lewis if he would write a regular 
column for Famous Monsters as 
Alex Gordon had been doing for 
Fangoria. The first two Lewis 
columns were in fact written, but 
Warren Publishing Company closed 


its doors before we were able to get 
them into print. Lewis’ maiden effort 
was to see print in #192, the 25th 
anniversary special, and appear in 
subsequent issues on a regular 
basis. | wish | had saved this 
material for presentation elsewhere; 
unfortunately, | didn't, and all the 
"guts" of Famous Monster #192 
were lost when the company went 
out of business in 1983. 


Other staffers took little interest 
in getting the "good stuff" for 
Famous Monsters. Moriarty, for 
example, simply rewrote press 
releases into watered-down articles, 
using whatever photos the produc- 
tion company might supply. 
Meanwhile (and I'm not trying to 
blow my own horn here, I’m simply 
attempting to show how the com- 
pany was (mis)handling things), | 
made contacts at Universal’s NY 
regional office so Famous 
Monsters could get the best pix 
from the then upcoming Videodrome 
and future genre releases. 


To be fair, Moriarty was probably 
more interested in the Warren 
Publishing Company comic titles 
than he was in Famous Monsters. 
A review of the company's final two 
years of magazine production 
reveals that he wrote fistfuls of tales 
for CREEPY etal., and didn't get into 
doing stuff for Famous Monsters 
until the final twelve months or so. 
My opinion of Moriarty's comic fic- 
tion is rather low. | felt he was one 
ofthe least talented writers the com- 
pany ever employed. Bill DuBay, 
Moriarty's editorial predecessor, 
also penned some atrocious stuff, 
but at least he delegated a substan- 
tial amount of work to freelancers 
whose stories usually faired a bit 
better. 


The company's way of doing 
business seemed to be, at times, 
haphazard and sloppy. This has not 
always been the case. Though ! 
cannot speak from a "hands-on ex- 
perience" about this since | didn't 
become an official Warren Publish- 
ing Company employee until the 
last-gasp final six months, in earlier 
years, James Warren and his as- 
sociates maintained a much better 
hándle on the monster market. This 
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should be obvious to anyone 
familiar with the company's history 
and the publications themselves. 


According to Forry Ackerman, 
after years of success with Famous 
Monsters and other titles (which 
never fared as well and were ul- 
timately cancelled, to wit: 
Spaceman, Wildest Westerns, etc.), 
the company finally experienced a 
"slack" period in the mid-1960s 
which led to a "tightening of the belt" 
for a number of years. When Bat- 
man became a hit television show in 
1966, the young readers of Famous 
Monsters stopped buying Famous 
Monsters and began pouring their 
hard-earned allowances into Bat 
paraphernalia. Warren Publishing 
Company profits nosedived; the 
magazine circulations dropped (in- 
cluding those of CREEPY and 
EERIE). After years of mail-orders 
pouring in for monsterish masks, 
etc., orders slowed to a trickle. 


In addition, Warren's comic 
editor, Archie Goodwin, left the War- 
ren Publishing Company fold and 
took all the artists and writers with 
him! Warren himself took over as 
the editor of CREEPY and EERIE, 
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and suddenly the books were brim- 
ming with reprints from the earlier, 
glory-filled years. To compensate 
for the downturn in Famous 
Monsters profits, Warren also 
decreed that Famous Monsters 
would have to sustain itself on 
reprinted material as well. 


The reprint stage, which lasted 
about eighteen months, was fol- 
lowed by a perplexing period where 
horribly-rendered new material ap- 
peared in the comic titles. Bill 
Parente was named as the new 
editor. Parente himself wrote some 
fine stories, but the artists who il- 
lustrated the new material were, in 
general, only fair-to-godawful 
talents. One of the better artists, 
Billy Graham, succeeded Parente 
as editor and for a while Graham 
wrote as much as he drew. 


Slowly - very slowly - the Warren 
comic titles began to regain their 
former excellence. Vampirella, 
brainchild of Forrest J. Ackerman, 
was Introduced in 1969 (in the midst 
of the Warren Publishing Company 
depression) but quickly turned a 
profit. Meanwhile, Famous 
Monsters continued to suffer 
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through reprint after reprint. Issues 
#50 through #96 contained 
reprinted materials - sometimes as 
much as ninety percent of the 
magazine consisted of offerings 
regurgitated from previous years. 
Number 97 was the first totally "new" 
issue of Famous Monsters to hit 
the stands since 1966. 


It was around this time that War- 
ren hired Bill DuBay and Bill Mohal- 
ley and the company experienced 
new growth. Throughout the 1970s 
Warren Publishing Company con- 
tinued to flourish. According to cir- 
culation director Mike Schneider, 
the super success of Star Wars in 
1977 generated astronomical inter- 
est in Famous Monsters, and 
newsstand sales skyrocketed. All 
Mohalley had to do was locate a 
nice color photo from the film, con- 
struct a Famous Monsters cover 
around it, and slap on a "STAR 
WARS - MORE ABOUT IT!" blurb. 
Courtesy of George Lucas’ galactic 
joyride, Warren Publishing Com- 
pany began rolling indough. James 
Warren treated his staff generously 
- catered affairs at his Long Island 
homestead, at Warren head- 
quarters, and even once, ona yacht! 
It wasn't until late in 1979 that War- 
ren Publishing began experiencing 
another troubled period. 


James Warren himself began to 
go through episodic periods where 
day-to-day publishing chores were 
left to the office staff. These periods 
became more frequent and longer 
in duration until James Warren be- 
came something of an enigma to his 
own staff. Without his guidance, the 
company began floundering. In 
1979 Fangoria stepped in, and 
began to woo away Famous 
Monsters readership. Jim Warren 
wasn't around to save his own com- 
pany, and no one else had the 
authority to make managerial 
decisions in his absence, decisions 
which might have helped rescue the 
firm from its eventual fate. As a 
result of Warren’s absence, the 
company continued to flounder. 
Finally it died and James Warren 
wasn't even at the wake. 


In its last years , Warren Publish- 
ing Company experienced some 
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other unfortunate incidents which 
only helped accelerate its untimely 
demise. 


Once upon a time, sci-fi super- 
star Harlan Ellison (editor of the 
monumental Dangerous Visions and 
Again, Dangerous Visions science- 
fiction anthologies) actually be- 
came a contributor to Warren 
books. Atthe time, Warren Publish- 
ing Company was just beginning to 
emerge from its "reprint rut" under 
the guidance of Archie Goodwin's 
editorial successor, Bill Parente. 
The company had lost most of its 
finer artists, and the Warren titles 
were filled with second and third 
rate material by a new group of lack- 
luster illustrators that had arrived on 
the scene - One of them, Tony Wil- 
liamsune, whose art was perhaps 
more atrocious than any of his con- 
temporaries, actually went on to 
work on his own filmmonster 
magazine in the late 1970s. 


According to a "behind-the- 
scenes" story which appeared in 
CREEPY, Warren's cover artist "su- 
perstar" Frank Frazetta surprised 
the entire staff when he ventured 
into the company offices one day 
during this "lean period" and offered 
up a brand new cover painting. it 
had been solong since Frazetta had 
worked for the company, staffers 
had occasion to wonder if Frank 
had difficulty finding the office build- 
ing! Warren unhesitatingly pur- 
chased the painting, and somehow 
managed to interest Harlan Ellison 
in writing an original story based on 
Frazetta's cover for CREEPY. El- 
lison warmed to the suggestion and 
composed a little something he 
called Rock God. Warren then hired 
Ellison's favorite comic book artist, 
Neal Adams, to illustrate the story 
(Adams had been another Warren 
Publishing Company "regular" in the 
early days). The finished tale ap- 
peared in CREEPY #32. 


This story about Ellison’s foray 
into Warren territory seems to sug- 
gest that the company enjoyed a 
liaison with the noted author. And 
yet, Ellison was destined to drop a 
bomb or two on Warren Publishing 
in the years to come. 


In 1981, Forry Ackerman invited 
my ex-wife and | to his birthday 
celebration in Los Angeles. It was a 
terrifically enjoyable experience, 
and a number of celebrities put in 
appearances. Among the elite was 
none other than Harlan Ellison who 
took the opportunity to inform the 
audience that he intended to "shake 
things up" at Warren Publishing, 
making certain that Forrest J. Ack- 
erman got everything he was en- 
titled to from the company. To my 
ears this didn’t sound too friendly; 
one wonders what happened be- 
tween Ellison and Warren in the 
years since Rock God had come to 
life in CREEPY. 


Harlan was probably thinking 
about a plagiarism suit he intended 
to instigate against Warren Publish- 
ing when he made this an- 
nouncement. Shortly after Warren 
and editor Bill DuBay created 1984 
magazine (the title was later 
changed to 1994, ostensibly to ward 
off any lawsuits contemplated by 
the estate of George Orwell), DuBay 
thought it would be a good idea to 
treat the readers to a comic book 
version of Ellison’s classic story, A 
Boy and His Dog. He asked 
freelance writer Gerry Boudreau to 
knock out an adaptation of the tale, 
assigned the illustrating chores to 
Alex Nino (one of the most popular 
of the Warren artists during the later 
years), and then contacted Ellison 
to secure the rights to the story. 


Why didn’t DuBay try to obtain 
the publication rights to Ellison’s 
story first? That's another one of the 
great unsolved mysteries in the his- 
tory of Warren Publishing. As you 
might have guessed, Ellison refused 
to grant permission for Warren 
Publishing Company to run an 
adaptation of A Boy And His Dog. 


Suddenly DuBay had some very 
expensive Alex Nino artwork which 
couldn't be used in the magazine. 
The Boss, undoubtedly, would be a 
trifle upset at this little "boo-boo". In 
an effort to salvage the Nino art, 
DuBay asked Boudreau to rewrite 
the story in such a way that it be- 
came a different tale which still fit the 
existing art (a trick the company 
used more than once, and some- 


thing that | did to rescue a tale called 
All Of Them Must Die in the final 
issue of CREEPY). Evidently 
Boudreau declined, because Jim 
Stenstrum ended up doing the 
rewrite under the pseudonym 
Alabaster Redzone. The rewritten 
tale appeared in 1984 #4 as Mondo 
Megillah. 


Boudreau called Harlan Ellison 
to advise him of the rewrite scheme. 
Ellison threatened to sue if the com- 
pany ran anything resembling.4 Boy 
And His Dog in the slightest, and 
called DuBay at Warren head- 
quarters to tell him just that. Dubay 
assured Ellison the company had 
dropped the project. Meanwhile, 
1984 $4 was on its waytothe printer. 


When the magazine appeared 
on newsstand, Ellison filed the suit. 
DuBay, in his and the company's 
defense, claimed that although the 
two stories were "close", Mondo 
Megillah was certainly not a 
plagiarized version of A Boy And His 
Dog. | don't know who won the 
court case, but it's doubtful that Εἰ- 
lison lost. Significantly, 7984 #4 
went "out of print" faster than any 
othér Warren publication in the 
company's history. 

Around the same time that all of 
this was going on, Warren Publish- 
ing Company was experiencing 
some volcanic editorial upheavals. 
Bill DuBay, editing for a while under 
the nom de plume Will Richardson, 
had departed the company fold and 
Jim Stenstrum took over. One time 
editorial assistant Chris Adames 
was boosted to managing editor 
status. Tim Moriarty was brought in 
as an editorial assistant. Adames 
took a three week vacation, and on 
thelast day of his vacation, resigned 
from the company. Α handful of 
days later Stenstrum quit too. 
Adames was then offered 
Stenstrum's job; he accepted, 
returned to the fold, worked about a 
week, and quit again. DuBay then 
assumed the editorial throne once 
more, but not for long. Moriarty be- 
came the company's new editor, 
and DuBay left again - this time for 
good. David Allikas was hired as an 
assistant editor, soon became 
managing editor, then quit and was 
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replaced by yours truly. The 
company's final editorial acquisition 
was one Douglas Gladstone, 
editorial assistant, who actually 
hated the Warren magazines. 
Shortly after Warren Publishing 
company hired him, everything 
went K*A*P*O*W*|*E! 

Obviously, during these final few 
years, Warren Publishing was 
desperately in need of solid direc- 
tion. Editors came and went in a 
sort of "revolving-door" policy. 
When ! was offered the opportunity 
to join the crew, unmindful of the 
circus-like atmosphere, | 
thought,"Oh, boy! Now’s my 
chance!" | envisioned a great future 
for both the company and myself. 
Uncle Creepy was probably cack- 
ling his famous "heh-heh-heh" at 
that little dream. 


Or as Henny Youngman might 
have said, "Take my life, please!" 

To be continued inthe next issue 
of Brutarian! 
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YA KNOW, 
SOME FOLKS THINK IM AGAINST 
HUMAN SEXUALITY JUST CAUSE 1 ADVOCATE 
А RETURN Το TRADITIONAL MOORINGS. THAT 
JUST AINTSO! | ENJOY A HEALTHY AND RESPECTFUL 
PHYSICAL RELATION SHIPWATH МҮ LovING WIFE, DOT, 
AUNION BLESSED BY OURALHIGHTY FATHER IN HEAVEN, 
‘WHAT 1AM AGAINST IS WANTON PROFUG ACY AND 
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Mechanotherapy ll 


or "1 was a phone sex whore 
in Hollywood and here’s 
what | think of you’ 


What a bitch core. You want to fuck 
me, don’t you. Yeah. | thought so. 
Ever slid your cock up and down a 
burning metal sheet? Feels good. Like 
the tongue that | have. | can reach 
anywhere with it. Sharp. Cylinder. 
The iron dragons serpent tongue. A hot 
probing soldering iron. So...where is it 
that you wanted me to lick the wound? 
A vibrating pussy. Sometimes it gets a 
little rusted, smokes a bit, the hinges are 
good for a few more though. Come on. 
And um "Bob", be careful you don’t 
want to get your skin caught. 


Lunge into me. | want that. Come on, 
man. Make love to the sizzling socket. 
It will be the most shocking experience 
you'll ever have. Me, you, and a can of 
WD40. You croon, I'll creek. You 
know, I'd like to make real love to you, 
but ... well ... hell. You know machines 
don't feel that kind of shit. 
Mechanotherapy. You twist my back 
and I'll break yours. 


It'S probably a real fucking shame that 
Рт feeling these things, but nobody's 
told me | feel that way yet, so it isn't 
reality. Let's get some. Oil and Your 
cum. Come on, fucking come on. Just 
fucking come on, man. Fuck me. Trash 
me around. Rip my hair out and replace 
it with a smooth metal frame. Fuck me. 
Tear all the flesh from my bones and 
pour silver liquid all over me. Let's make 
a fucking robot. Let's fuck this bitch 
and make a fucking robot. 


т gonna come. That's right. Can you 
believe it? They say | aim to please. 


Where is that fucking gun 
anyway? 


Let's get some real reality going 
here. | 


| miss large, beaten black women loving 
me as we get men off on the phone like 
sisters or mother and daughter together. 
Awfully sweet isn’t it? 

М. 
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Summer Lovin’ 


1 systematically ripped the 
leaves from the stalk. 


Kill. Kill. Kill. 


A fisted left hand repeatedly struck the 
face of the man sitting on the curb. He 
was singing a song, and | don’t know 
why he was hitting himself. Looking 
back, | don’t think that | really thought 
about it. After all it wasn't like | never 
saw that sort of shit. | thought about 
his body. | thought about how his 
crotch would smell. Sweat, semen, oil, 
piss, and shit. | think | did that with 
everyone in Hollywood. | thought about 
what it smelled like between their legs. 
| guess that | thought about it because 
everyone seemed so fucking filthy to 
me, so dirty. So dirty that my imagina- 
tion took off with the concept of physi- 
cal filth to pictures in my head. | would 
imagine my face buried deep between 
their bloated hairy legs. My nose suck- 
ing in the sweat, cum, dirt of their cunts, 
of their cocks. Sometimes | disgusted 
myself so much with these thoughts, | 
would bring myself close to nausea. My 
tongue would retract to the comfort of 
the back of my throat ... to avoid being 
near the L.A. air. The air made of them. 
The air made of their writhing, slimy 
bodies. The air that chokes and gags 
me. You know, homeless people don't 
bother me anymore. | don't really even 
think about them anymore. Why should 
I? Tourists come here, and are quite 
beside themselves with the novelty of 
old dying men on the streets. It’s like a 
big fucking amusement park. But like 
most gameshows and carnivals, the 
rides get old and pretty soon, you just 
don't look at the clowns. You just don't 
marvel at the rushing of the ferris wheel, 
or the grotesqueness of the fat lady, or 
the hilarity of Alex Trebeck. You've 
seen it all before, what's to gain from 
looking or considering it again? 
Memories . . . blow up the corners of 
my mind. Misty watered-down 
memories . . . of the pain you've had 
before. 
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Wayne is a retiring man, in his early forties, who is articulate and well read on any 
given subject. He has been a journeyman crime news reporter and security guard 
and has traveled extensively throughout the American southwest. His interests 
include history, political science and bondage. Wayne is very particular to this brand 
of entertainment; in the countless books and magazines he owns in his cramped studio 
apartment, he requires women to be stark naked, bound and with an emphasis on 
bare feet. Wayne sees no inherent value in women wearing high heels and hose, my 
personal favorite. "It revolts me to see a women in high heels and stockings of any 
sort. The most beautiful women on earth, totally nude save for her stockings and 
shoes, is of absolutely no use to me." 


This situation has led to a literal windfall of odd magazines and books that have 
fallen into my possession since then. Wayne is something of an archivist; hundreds 
of arcane publications are mine for the asking, just because they failed to follow 
through on the promise of nude, bound women being featured in their pages. Sixties’ 
men magazines, fifties’ kink, forties’ cheesecake, seventies’ porn, all readily available 
for my inquiring mind. 


Pornography is a major interest of mine, but never to the point that I would lay out 
major bucks for it; there are so many likewise sympathetic collectors, who have tired 
of their particular treasure trove and see their bequeathing of material to one with 
similar interests as an act of charity, that I can collect from. As long as the pages 
don’t stick together, I have no problem in dealing with "used" pornography. 


My collection has introduced me to a wide gallery of "types" of men who love 
pornography too much. All of these fellows have no problem in getting the "real thing" 
per se, but their overriding obsession with a particular approach to the same thing 
has led them to amass large, definitive libraries on their own brand of "research". I 
don’t know where that leaves me - a voyeuristic peep freak on a budget, but I think 
it’s just as revealing to look at those who are looking as well. Let me introduce you 
to some of my fellow librarians in aberrant psychology . . . 
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Mark: S&M. Mark was a beatific, hippie Jesus freak who was a year ahead of 
me in high school. The nicest man who ever lived. A true lily of the field: if Mark 
had fifty cents to his name, and he often did, he would hand it out to a bum on the 
street. Mark didn’t work steadily, going from one minimum wage job to the next, but 
he never let his dire financial situation ever get him down. Mark could be living in 
his car, gone without a meal for several days, but would have renewed vigor for life 
if he were to catch a rare screening of Fellini’s Juliet of the Spirits (1963) on the late 
night movie show. We could all learn something from Mark. 


Mark’s interest was sadomasochism. Giving and receiving were a big thing for 
Mark: he liked domineering women, and in turn dominating them. I couldn’t picture 
this wistful street hippie wielding the whip on some babe in high-heeled boots, but I 
guess we all put on different masks in the bedroom. He had an extensive collection; 
since he was not financially secure enough to receive a major credit card, I would 
sometimes accompany him to the porn shop to rent $& М videos on my VISA. TV’s 
Bound in Rubber, Take-Out Torture, Kneel Before Me - seen’em all. 


Mark’s special area of expertise were the Phil Prince no-budget S&M movies like 
Tales Of The Bizarre, Angels In Distress and The Story of Prunella. Shot early in the 
eighties on 16 mm film in upstate New York, these movies eschewed the usual toys 
and trinkets found in S&M such as whips, chains and articles of restraint for dramas 
of exceeding cruelty. People are hateful to one another in a Phil Prince movie; actors 
snarl and hurl verbal abuse at one another and the girls really act as if they are 
threatened. Any of Prince’s films are sure to make the most hardened video voyeur 
... uncomfortable. 


Prince himself puts a cameo in each of his movies - he’s the fat, repulsive guy with 
alittle peach fuzz moustache who giggles. Amidst all the heavy sex play, Prince stands 
out as the amused observer, the audience surrogate. If one source is to be believed, 
Prince wound up an emaciated junkie reduced to holding up ice cream parlors with 
a gay lover. What comes around goes around. 


I still see Mark from time to time, ever the Шу of the field. Whatever life has thrown 
him, he maintains a sunny attitude as long as there is food in his belly, the wind at his 
back and a stack of high heel magazines on his nightstand. 


Jasper: TS/TV. Jasper was a snaggle-toothed Okie guy who worked in the stock 
room. He was the embodiment of a cartoonist’s idea of hillbilly. "Aw, shucks!" Diesel 
cap atop badly barbered hair, Goodwill clothing, a bag of chaw in his back pocket. 
Jasper had an extensive collection of 8-track tapes in his dilapidated house and was 
somewhat of an expert on seventies music. "Y’all hear of this group called the Velvet 
Underground?" Despite what would be considered insurmountable cultural dif- 
ferences, Jasper and I became good friends. Jasper had a quick wit that belied his 
tenth grade level of education. 


One day at work, the topic of conversation turned to porn. I mentioned something 
to the effect of my passive interest in bondage. Jasper turned to me with a big 
conspiratorial grin on his face and says, "You're like me! You like the fun stuff!" 


Circumstances prompt Jasper to move from his house to live with relatives, so I 
receive a phone call late one night. "You wanna get ај]... these magazines?" Jasper 
asks. "These magazines" are stacks upon stacks of Transvestite/Transsexual books, 
those odd periodicals that are placed in between the straight and gay porno rags that 
occupy the netherworld that is known as "chicks with dicks." 


Any connoisseur of the absurd at one point should acquaint themselves with the 
world of transvestite pornography. The used section of any adult bookstore boasts 
the works of tortured genius Edward D. Wood Jr. - It Takes One To Know One, 
Death of a Transvestite, Drag Trade. "Sex scenes" consist entirely of the feel of 
women’s clothing being pressed against men’s skin. The feel of nylons, cashmere 
sweaters, skirts all taking the place of the usual "hide the salami" antics. In more than 
one instance, the hero will sensuously don women’s clothes and then engage in sex 
with the heroine, abruptly ending with "I took her in my arms and made love to her 
all night long." 
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More troubling still are the preponderance of castration fantasies, cruel bondage 
and the like haunting the more extreme ends of this genre. "Cut off those icky balls," 
trumpets one editorial headline in Changing Scene, a TV tabloid. One letter, doubt- 
lessly authored "in-house", detailed a young man’s removal of his object of pain with 
a meat cleaver, his mother as horrified witness. Shame and mortification are a big 
part of this particular kink - story after story of young men dressing in their sister’s 
silky undergarments being caught by aunts, fathers and uncles. I ask Jasper, a guy 
who probably takes home less than $150 a week, what compels him to lay out $7 a 
mag with pictures of men, fully dressed in women’s clothing. "Because it is absurd, 
funny. It makes me laugh..." With his periodical inventory easily in the triple digits, 
that’s an awful lot of money to be laying out in Jasper’s circumstances for a few stray 
chuckles. 


Perhaps it’s something uniquely endemic to the rural country boy. The countless 
transvestite contact magazines list many farmers in midwestern states looking for 
kindred "girlfriends" to swap cross-dressing tips and real life experiences. The 
isolated rustic, it seems, in an attempt to add a dash or urban perversity and 
decadence to their spartan existence, must often settle for wearing Ma Kettle’s 
cast-offs for that desperate "walk on the wild side." 


Jasper claims to be totally straight, currently living with a welfare mother of two 
with matrimony on his mind. Ironically, he refuses to even come near to boy-boy 
pornography; "That’s where I draw the line!" 


To introduce me to the brand of smut that dare not speak its name, I had to rely 
on Stan. 


Stan: Gay. Stan was а 250-Ib. albino guy who claimed to have known everyone 
and fucked them at least twice. Like Jasper and Mark, he flitted from dead-end 
minimum wage job to minimum wage job, but managed to collect stacks and stacks 
of glossy skin magazines, mostly all male. Stan claimed to swing both ways, a few 
token girlfriends here and there, but he was really into gay stuff, somewhat of an 
authority. 


A typical scene for Stan entailed him lolling around his filthy apartment, littered 
with fast food wrappers, calling torture dungeons in the back pages of Drummer 
magazine. "Yes, I would like your promotional video for your jail simulation program. 
Seventy-five dollars? Well, um, I’m a freelance writer and I have contacts with many 
people in the industry. Can’t you make it say "gratis"? I would be happy to visit your 
jail simulation studio very soon, but I need to see for myself . . . I have a very good 
imagination. But this promotional video..." You get the idea. 


Stan's knowledge of gay porno was encyclopedic. He pointed out that Paul 
Baressi, a Burt Reynolds look-alike who mostly did straight stuff, first made a nánie 
for himself in boy-boy productions. Baressi had a bit role in the John Travolta-Jamie 
Lee Curtis howler Perfect, a tape Stan stole from a video store he used to work at; 
"Paul knows a few important people," Stan would chortle. This was before the 
National Star tabloid spilled the beans about Baressi being Travolta's long time fuck 
buddy. 


Stan had a large selection of stolen videos, some more arcane than others. One of 
them featured a long lost pen pal of mine making some quick heroin moncy in a 
painful to watch fuck loop. 


Stan had literary pretensions; we hung out and swapped story ideas and the like. 
I taught him a lot about unusual film and sleaze, opening a few doors for him here 
and there. To be friends with Stan insured whatever you wanted. An expensive coffee 
table photograph book or imported compact disc was yours for the asking. Stan was 
a nimble thief - shoplifter par excellence, bullshit artist nonpareil. 


But you know what they say about honor among thieves. 


When Stan stole my Susan Tyrrell interview and passed it off to Michael Weldon 
of Psychotronic Video fame, he totally convinced Weldon that it was he, not I - many 
articles to my credit, as well as a paid subscriber to Psychotronic Video - who 
conducted the interview. Stan was such a consummate liar that Weldon snarled at 
me, "Just because you've written for various magazines I've enjoyed over the years 
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that doesn’t count for anything!" So impressed was Weldon with Stan’s line of 
nonsense, that it was only when he called Susan himself (after I gave him her phone 
number) that Stan’s house of cards crumbled. Humbled, Weldon offered me 25 
issues of PV #6 with Stan’s byline as recompense. (The reason Susan was so slow to 
back me up in the meantime, was due to the fact that Stan had rendered somewhat 
similar services to Tyrrell, and in his own unique fashion as he had done with 
everybody else left "SuSu" with a sword between her shoulder blades.) 


Things got heated between Stanley and I. He threatened to blab to the world that 
I had rented a gay porn video for him on my credit card and my sterling reputation 
would be rendered unto dust. My lawyer at the time assured me, "Greg, there’s 
nothing wrong with that!" 


What of Stan today? The family that took him in and hid him while I was trying to 
prosecute him received a typical Stan "going away present." Stealing the dead 
patriarch’s social security number, Stan ran up over $14,000 in phony credit card 
charges and then forged checks for over $2,000 using one particular former friend’s 
checkbook and signature. 


There’s reason to hope that Stan won’t have to settle for ersatz prison environments 
for very much longer. 


Mr. Parsons: Homemade. So far this gallery of pornography fans concentrate 
on the losers, fringe people who remain on the outskirts of society. Intending to leave 
this tour on an upbeat note, I direct the spectators attention to a pillar of the 
community, Mr. Parsons. 


My first job right out of college was working for Fotomat. Don’t get me wrong, it 
was a cush job. Bring along the radio, talk to your friends on the telephone, sit in a 
nice air-conditioned "office," and watch the world go by. If things really got boring, 
as most people outside the Fotomat hierarchy are inclined to believe sitting in a kiosk 
all day think it is, you could always go through other people’s dirty pictures. 


Are there readers out there who take their pictures of their wives strutting about 
topless in to be processed who actually think that nobody sees their personal 
"fragments of memory?" Get real! When it rolls off to be developed, photo tech- 
nicians pick them up in sterile gloves, scrutinize the pictures meticulously and 
annotate: "Shot of double penetration with kitchen objects out of focus; fellatio 
close-up over exposed." 


I think of the poor sap who made one clerk write all over his envelope: Person 
Who Picks Up Must Have Receipt! Do Not Open! Personal! Confidential! My 
co-photomate at the time, a brassy young lady, had the saps envelope open, waving 
to people in the parking lot, total strangers, pointing to his photos, and laughing 
hysterically saying things like, "Look at this! She seems more interested in looking at 
the camera!" 


Well, anyway . . . Mr. Parsons was this very distinguished, affluent older man who 
come by every week in his shiny new Cadillac with reprints of disc film. "I want twenty 
shots of #2-a, five shots of #4-a, six shots of #6-b..." On and on. He easily spent 
over $200 a month on photo reproduction. 


One day, a customer’s photos were misplaced and we were told to go through all 
of the pictures in an attempt to find this Eastern European refugee’s snapshots of his 
beloved dead pit bull puppies. While searching through the files, I came to Mr. 
Parsons’ stacks of photos. Up to that time, there was nothing in my files at all unusual. 
Birthday parties, weddings, typical things. I opened the first of seven of Mr. Parsons’ 
photo envelopes... 

Over 400 shots of Mr. Parson’s dick being sucked by a teenage hooker. 


All the shots: Mr. Parsons, shooting the picture, his dick standing straight up, 
brown-haired white trash teenage girl sucking his dick. The angle used was of Mr. 
Parsons pointing the camera down, shooting the picture of the girl on her knees giving 
him a blowjob. No clothes evident except for Mr Parsons’ brown wing-tips, no socks. 
The girl attempting a sickly smile form the flash of his tiny disc camera. 


Over 400 shots. Same angle. Mostly reprints. 
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I call my friend who used to work there. "Oh, yeah, him. The pervert. All reprints. All old stuff. Never shoots anything 
new. For all we know, those negatives are over 10 years old." 


Intrigued, I drive by Mr. Parsons’ house. Stately mansion, immaculate yard. The few times we have talked, he says not 
to call him at home. I call his home phone out of the book, a girl answers: "He’s not here right not (click!)" The girl in the 
photos? His daughter? Could they be one in the same? 


I don’t get along with my supervisor, so my days at Fotomat are numbered. The day I am fired, I talk to Mr. Parsons one 
last time. He doesn’t know that I know, or maybe doesn't care that I know. "When those pictures come in Greg, please 
don’t call. The only person who is ever there is ше..." I never see him again. 


The modern porno stores of today bristle with amateur and homemade material ready for the consumer. Pornography 
has gone from the works of husband and wife teams earning a little cash on the side, to argued censorship conundrums, to 
flirting with legitimacy as a form of expression, to fashionable commodity, to a respected industry in the entertainment 
community, to husband and wife teams earning a little cash on the side. Today’s cameras, video camcorders and audio 
cassette tapes make us all potential stars. And what’s the great sin in sharing your nights of eros with winos for $19.95 a 
pop? 

The moral of this story is: go to school, get a job, a family, a reputation, a new Cadillac, work your way to the top and 
you too can be like Mr. Parsons, re-enacting the high points of your life with your disc camera and teenaged hooker. 


As for myself, I try to maintain an open and positive attitude to all the sorts of stimuli available to me in various mediums. 
I place no judgements on anybody else’s means of enjoyment, and in fact, encourage others to share with me things undreamt 
of in my philosophy. Why just the other day a kindly gentlemen mailed me 25 enema and urolagia videos - but that, they 
say, is another story. 


РИ show you mine if you show me yours! 


FOR A FULL CATALOG SHIRTS MOVIE POSTERS, М 
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Celluloid 


Voici 


Disturbed 
(d) charles winkler (1990) 


Oh, how the mighty have fallen! 
Remember when Malcolm Mc- 
Dowell was one of the most 
celebrated actors in the world after 
his triumphs in If, O Lucky Man, and 
A Clockwork Orange? Well his 
career which started on its 
downward spiral after Caligula 
finally reached rock bottom with the 
release of this film which graced the 
neighborhood cineplexes for about 
oh, four minutes before being 
pulled. Malcolm however, has ap- 
parently retained his sense of humor. 
In his role as Dr. Derek Russell, the 
head of a loony-bin who is slowly 
being driven insane by the specter of 
a beautiful female inmate (Pamela 
Gidley) he helped kill, McDowell 
beautifully overplays his role for 
maximum comic effect. Matching 
him almost every step of the way is 
Geoffrey Lewis (from those Clint 
Eastwood monkey films) as a 
scholarly inmate and Malcolm’s 
partner in crime. Together these 
two reprobates make a wonderful 
comic team, inspiring each other to 
greater and greater heights of loopi- 
ness. Director and co-scenaricist 
Winkler adds to the fun with surpris- 
ingly assured camera work, employ- 
ing all manner of cinematic tricks to 
lend substance to his paper thin nar- 
rative. Suspenseful, grotesque in its 
condescending treatment of the in- 
sane, and very, very funny, Dis- 
turbed is a film destined for cult 
status due to the fact that it, like so 
many works that acquire a small but 
devoted following, is all style and 
little substance. 
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Popcorn 
(d) mark herrier (1990) 


If you’re looking for a word to describe this film, you could do 
a lot worse than "sucks." I’ve concluded moreover, that the film 
critics for the LA Times, Showtime, Fangoria and a host of other 
negligible publications must have had that particular act performed 
on their little quills in exchange for their rave reviews, inasmuch as 
it simply is not humanly possible to sit through Popcorn and come 
away with anything good to say about it. Yet Bill Harris did: 
"Explodes off the screen;" and so did some cretin at Fangoria: 
"Hasn't been anything this good in years;" and Kevin Thomas sang 
of Popcorn as: "An ingenious and spoofy little shocker." Well, let 
me set you straight, there is nothing ingenious or the least bit 
interesting about this film. Even its ad slogan - Buy a bag... Go 
home in a box! - was imbecilic. Does it make any kind of sense to 
you? It certainly doesn’t to me and I've seen the movie! Oh yes, 
the movie, it's about a group of film students who decide that a really 
cool way to raise money for the university film department is to stage 
one of those all night horrorthons your local drive-in use to put on 
about once a month. Instead of a drive-in though, the kids decide to 
hold the fright fest in a condemned movie palace (actually a beauti- 
fully preserved 19th Century Jamaican theater). This proves to bea 
big mistake since an insane, horribly scared experimental film 
director likes to hang out there. Biding his time, the maniac waits 
for the pics to unspool and then, under the cover of darkness, begins 
to stalk the students. The screenwriters - one of whom was Alan 
Ormsby who intelligently removed his name from the credits - use 
the narrative as a framing device to show us what are supposed to be 
hilarious parodies of schlocky fifties horror movies but which instead 
turn out to be merely laborious and lackluster imitations. It seems 
to have escaped the filmmakers that the reason these atrocious films 
remain so popular is because of their tacky production values and 
leaden dialogue. To get a laugh out of today's horror film fan who 
has been weaned on these very films, you have to do more than 
recreate the dreadful special effects and ham fisted acting. And to 
raise a few hackles in this same audience you have to do more than 
provide a disfigured slasher routinely slaughtering a few innocents. 
Herrier and company however, haven't a clue as to the essentials of 
comedy or horror. They figure if they throw in references to seminal 
movies like Nightmare on Elm Street and Eyes Without A Face as 
well as kitsch like The Abominable Dr. Phibes they can win the 
audience over. There is a difference though in knowing the proper 
sources and utilizing those sources effectively, and Popcorn is a 
textbook example of a failure to appreciate this distinction. 
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Female Jungle | 
(d) bruno ve sota (1956) 


One of the four AIP films Columbia-RCA is releasing in its Drive-In 
Classics series, Female Jungle is being heavily pushed as a Jayne 2 
Mansfield vehicle although she has a rather small part. The picture, which Tr pars 
was made in 1954 as Hangover when AIP was still known as American 
Releasing Corporation, was picked up by the company after Paramount 
and Allied Artists turned it down. When it was finally released by ARC 
on a double bill with Oklahoma Woman in 1956, Jayne had already 
appeared in Pete Kelly's Blues, Illegal and Hell On Frisco Bay, all of which 
graced the screen in 1955. 


The star of the film is actually Lawrence Tierney who plays the part of 
tough guy cop Sgt. Stevens. Stevens is an alcoholic who, as the film opens, 
has allowed an attractive young starlet to be murdered outside the bar in 
which he had been boozing it up. Suspicion immediately falls on Tierney 
because he was seen drinking with a blonde who looked very much like 
the victim. Tierney believes he spent the night with a floozy named Candy 
(Mansfield), but he blacked out shortly after he left the bar and can't 
remember anything. Mansfield isn't talking; she's in love with her upstairs 
neighbor Al, an impecunious sketch artist who has come to believe that the 
victim's erstwhile boyfriend, a middle-aged gossip columnist (John Car- “JAYNE 
radine), committed the murder. Al tells Tierney of his suspicions but 


Tierney isn’t so sure, there’s just something strange about Al . MANSFIELD 
Though Ve Sota is obviously working with a limited budget - the film ... SEX 
was shot in only two weeks - he effectively suffuses Jungle with a noir ON THE. 

feel. The characters are made to walk dark, empty streets, and traverse ROCKS! 


alleys and hallways filled with ominous shadows splayed across bare, 
decaying walls. Lighting is deliberately low key and a morose jazz score 
is employed to underscore the desolate tone and unflagging gloom en- 
gendered by the cinematography. 


Lawrence Tierney is quite convincing as the hard boiled detective; when 

he snarls at his superiors to back off you can understand why they are so 
ready to accommodate him. Carradine is equally good as the decadent 
columnist; he positively oozes repressed sexuality and baleful charm. And umi αφ 
Jayne, well let's just say that she is the apotheosis of the lubricous tart. 
When she coos in her boyfriend's ear, "I wanna make you want me so that CROWLEY - E] m MANSFIELD 
you'll keep wanting only me," you'll find yourself sweating bullets. 
Supposedly her part was expanded when the female lead, Kathleen Cowley 
was raped and subsequently unable to finish the film, but I think that the 
producers knew they had the bargain of the century with Jayne and decided 
to exploit her for all she was worth. 


LI e | Анси RELEASING coer. 


Boneyard 
(d) james cummins (1990) 


This abysmal horror-comedy takes an interesting premise - ancient oriental ghouls running amok in a suburban 
morgue - and fails to do anything with it. Director Cummins, who also wrote the screenplay, seems more concerned 


with splatter effects and giant killer poodles than with effective line readings allowing his clearly uninspired cast (which 
includes a pony-tailed Norman Fell and an alarmingly overweight Clu Gulager) to do little more than go through the 
motions. The one horrifying bit in the film involves the seventy-three year old Phyllis Diller who has doffed her 
trademark freight wig in a misbegotten attempt to add an air of believability to her role as a tyrannical receptionist. 
Giving new meaning to the word mange, Diller’s constant scratching and rubbing of her severely balding pate will fail 
to turn only the most iron-clad of stomachs. Phyllis, what have you been shampooing with all these years, battery 
acid? 
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METAMORPHOSIS ака Dna Formula Letale 


(d) 9.1. eastman (1989) Imperial Video 


It’s getting pretty bad when my favorite country (Italy) for producing horror films, starts making them 
as bland and stupid as we Americans. Metamorphosis might as well have starred Linnea Quigley and 
have been shot on video. There’s not a hint of quality in this entire production, which is a bit of a surprise 
since it was directed by Luigi Montefiore (using the pseudonym G.L. Eastman) and has effects by Maurizio 
Trani. I had hoped the teaming of these two would have resulted in something unique and unusual. No 
such luck. 


A young genius, Dr. Peter Housemann (Gene Le Brock from Troma’s War) is working in the genetics 
field at Virginia University. His unfinished project is in danger of being shut down due to his secretive 
nature and jealousy from other professors who have seen their funding cut off. Housemann is attempting 
to stop the degeneration of living cells, in other words, halt the aging process. He decides to be his own 
guinea pig since time is short. He injects himself (via a robotic armature that possesses a long-ass needle) 
and soon exhibits enhanced sensory perception (such as hearing) and great strength. However, as these 
cliched plots go, and Metamorphosis is no exception, things start to go wrong. He slithers around on 
the floor like a snake (which looks silly as hell) and ages fifty years in a few hours. He is soon confined 
to a hospital where everyone is waiting for him to die. It’s determined that he’s not aging but regressing 
back to the Age of Reptiles (I know, that sounds so dumb). He escapes, looking exactly like Vincent 
Price in House of Wax, and terrorizes the town’s female population (was primitive man an abuser of 
women?). At a snail’s pace the film finally comes to a conclusion as the good doctor mutates into a 
piss-poor relative of The Monster of Piedras Negras. Though appearing to be destroyed at the film’s 
climax, the next day a young boy has captured a lizard that just might be Dr. Housemann. 


Montefiore does very little to distinguish this as anything but by-the-numbers crap. The film was shot 
with live sound (dubbing these days is taboo) which makes a lot of the dialogue hard to hear. Trani’s 
gore effects are sparse and that man-sized lizard outfit would look right at home in a Son Of Godzilla 
sequel. The only distinguishing feature of the entire production is a quick cameo by Laura Gemser. She 
plays a prostitute who gets roughed up by Housemann during one of his seizures. She has aged well and 
with that short cropped haircut, has finally gained a sexual allure never seen in those godawful D’amato 
Black Emanuelle films of the dominance of American films of the seventies. A real shame this film is 
so lame, but because of the dominance of American films in the international marketplace, the Italians 
have no choice but to try and repeat the formula. 
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Maniac Cop 2 
(d) william lustig (1990) 


Lustig’s sequel to the surprisingly effective Maniac Cop finds him once again directing from a Larry Cohen 
screenplay. While the financial failure of the film - producer Cohen was unable to cut a distribution deal - would 
lead you to believe that the flick is something of a dog, this is simply not the case. Although Cop 2 may not possess 
the mordant wit or trenchant social satire of its predecessor, it is undeniably entertaining. Lustig and Cohen’s primary 
concerns here are not the niceties of character, theme or plot but the burlesque spectacles of graphic and mindless 
bloodletting, gravity-defying car chases and chiliastic explosions. This cartoon-like sensibility is amplified by Lustig’s 
frantic pacing which finds him rapidly moving from one spectacularly staged bit of mayhem to another. Robert 
Davida and Claudia Christian are the male-female cop team tracking the disfigured Robert Z’dar this time out as he 
cuts a bloody swath through the heart of Manhattan in yet another attempt to avenge himself on the politicos who 
railroaded him into jail. After killing what seems like hundreds of cops and citizens, the badly blemished bluecoat 
hooks up with a serial killer and together the depraved duo proceed to San Quentin where they butcher and set ablaze 
a couple of dozen inmates. There’s no logic to any of this, yet somehow it all works, albeit on the level of pure idiot 
spectacle. 
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EUROPEAN TRASH 


The ONLY Guide 
To European 
Trash Cinema! 


Subscriptions: 

Craig Ledbetter 

PO Box 5367 
Kingwood, Texas 77325 


Four issues $10 

Single copies $3 (ppd) 

Volume Two, number one is still 
available in limited quantities for 
only $5 (ppd) 


Lisa Carver aka Lisa Suckdog has 
gained notoriety as a result of her as- 
sociation with GG Alin and her live 
shows in which she usually performs 
naked and at some point defecates. This 
is a filmed document of a cabaret act 
which was written by someone named 
Costes. Against a fauvist styled back- 
drop, Lisa shouts and squeals while 
being smacked and pawed by two men 
who sometimes expose their limp 
penises. When she is not being as- 
saulted, Lisa doffs her clothes and 
presents her audience with a very attrac- 
tive red, fur-lined beaver. Or she runs 
on and off the stage screaming "Mother- 
fucker" until the two men begin to hit 
her again. The spectators appear un- 
moved. ($19 postpaid from Lisa Car- 
ver, PO Box 1491, Dover, NH 03820). 


Hooray For Horrorwood 
(d) ray ferry (1991) 


Like a clawful of old issues of Famous Monsters of 
Filmland, Hooray For Horrorwood is a smorgasbord of 
ghoulish goodies deracinated from the bedrock of Famous 
Monsters, Forrest J. Ackerman, and the fantasy film genre - 
the "Imagi-Nation." 

Although the cover illustration for this 90-minute 
videotape suggests a pictorial overview of Forry's pulse- 
pounding periodical, it's really much more than that. We 
wander deep into the catacombs of the ghastly "Ackerman- 
sion," where Famous Monsters was conceived nearly 34 years 
ago, and look beyond the horizon of the magazine's original 
iconic fundament. Yes, there are lots of stills & clips of the 
Chaneys, Karloff and Lugosi, and yes, there are mouthfuls 
of Forry's pernicious puns; after all, Forry co-wrote the script 
with director Ray Ferry. But those expecting a straightfor- 
ward video translation of Famous Monsters will be surprised 
at the wonders comprising this journey into Ackermanland. 


We step through the entranceway of his house to find 
Forry seated at his desk (it must be there somewhere under 
all that paperwork). From here he guides the viewer through 
"Grislyland," recalling his introduction to film fantasy in 
1926, retelling the tale of how a single issue of Amazing 
Stories initiated the slow metamorphosis of Ackerman into 
Ackermonster, which became complete in 1958 with the birth 
of Famous Monsters. 


The history of Famous Monsters is interesting enough, 
but when Forrest J. Ackerman recounts his camaraderie with 
yesteryear's scar-stars that Hooray For Horrorwood really 
takes off. A story about Bela Lugosi's media interview at the 
premiere of one of his last pictures makes one chuckle a little 
sadly, and when we hear about his long-standing friendship 
with ace animator Ray Harryhausen it makes one wish so 
badly to be able to step into Forry's shoes, if only for a single 
day. 

Other highlights include the typed manuscript of Stephen 
King's very first story, The Killer, which the author submitted 
to Famous Monsters when he was 14 years old; a mountain 
of macabre movie props like the 1951 Thing's gnarly ol' claw, 
The War of The World's infernal stellar warship, the 
pteranadon that battled King Kong, the reconstructed robotrix 
from Metropolis, the still-operable Robby the Robot of For- 
bidden Planet and Invisible Boy Fame, and the false fangs 
worn by Lon Chaney Sr. in Tod Browning's London After 
Midnight. 

Interspersed throughout are snippets of scientifictional 
luminaries - Ray Bradbury, Robert Englund, Mick (Psycho 
IV) Garris, Bobbie Bresee - who tell what it was like the first 
time they encountered closely Famous Monsters of Filmland. 
(Especially interesting is Fangoria editor Tony Timpone's 
self-confessed FEAR of early issues of Famous Monsters!) 

If you're too young to remember Famous Monsters, check 
out Hooray For Horrorwood. It's the next beast thing to 
being there! 
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The Lonely Sex 


(d) richard hilliard (1959) 


Pity poor Annabel, her father’s best friend, Mr. Wyler, who boards 
at the family house, is a peeping tom who hones his craft by spying on 
her when she is bathing or undressing. And if that wasn’t enough with 
which to contend, Annabel is presently being shadowed by a homicidal 
psychotic. The psychotic, whose name is never revealed, is, to say the 
least, rather strange. He lives in a tool shed near an abandoned quarry 
with only his radio for company. When his sexual urges o’ermaster him, 
the man (as the pressbook identifies him) leaves the safety of the shed to 
stalk the woods adjoining the city park for attractive, unescorted women. 
It is on one of his jaunts that the nameless man espies Annabel, and for 
him, it is love at first sight. When Annabel makes the mistake of 
wandering lonely as a cloud near the park a few days later, she finds the 
man waiting for her. Spirited away and locked in the shed, Annabel is 
told that when the door is next opened she is to be ravished. It is a 
consummation devoutly to be wished by her abductor but alas, he is 
impotent. Retreating to a rock to brood like Rodin’s statute, the man 
desultory searches Annabel’s purse and discovers a business card showing 
Annabel’s father to be a psychiatrist. Perhaps Annabel’s father can affect 
а cure, in any case, it is worth risking capture, for no risk is too great 
when the reward for success is the sublime Annabel. 

Grade Z movies like this one always seem to possess such laughable 
plots, suffused with even more risible coincidence, but Hilliard makes 
everything work by creating a milieu that bleakly mirrors the barren soul 
of our anti-hero. The realm of The Lonely Sex is nightmarishly banal - 
arid, monochromatic - and populated with drab and dreary characters. 
Even Mr. Wyler the voyeur is a quick sketch of a tedious, lusterless 
nonentity who goes about his dirty work with the quiet, calm efficiency 
of an actuary. 


A sense of displacement, a discomforting sort of vacuousness is 
engendered by Hilliard by his use of tight close-ups and oblique camera 
angles early in the film as well as his clever strategy of absenting dialogue 
during the first two reels. Thereafter, other tricks are employed to 
increase our sense of dislocation, such as filming interior scenes against 
a backdrop of pitch blackness or utilizing weighted, heavily stylized 
movements in scenes of violence. The upshot of all this, is that we come 
to empathize and, at times, even sympathize with a character for whom 
we would normally feel only the most profound revulsion. 


ае 
HIS DESPERATE 
— 


CRY TEARS THRU 


Distributed by JOSEPH BRENNER ASSOCIATES 
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Unearthly Stranger 
(d} john krish (1958) 

For a supposedly brilliant math- 
ematician, Dr. Davidson is some- 
thing of a blockhead. Two weeks 
prior to our introduction to him, the 
good doctor seemingly "chances" 
upon a scantily clad woman in the 
middle of the night while she is 
scrambling about the side of a road. 
Then, after the briefest of courtships, 
Davidson marries the woman 
without having learned anything 
about her other than that her name 
is Julie. Once settled in at his home 
in the rustic British countryside, 
Davidson discovers moreover, that 
his little Julie has good reason for 
not opening up to him: she sleeps 
with her eyes open, is impervious 
to extreme heat, and perhaps most 
alarmingly, possesses no pulse. 
Still, the Doctor's suspicions are 
only aroused when his colleagues, 
with whom he is working on a top 
secret project involving mentally 
projected interplanetary travel, 
begin to drop dead from brain 
seizures. With the help of his as- 
sociates, Davidson finally pieces 
together the mystery and ascertains 
that aliens have long since mastered 
mental space sojourning and now 
that they have found earth some- 
what to their liking, will do any- 
thing to prevent earthlings from 
uncovering their secret. Now the 
question becomes: what to do 
about Julie who honestly seems to 
love Davidson? Like most science 
fiction plots, this all sounds 
ridiculous but don't be put off, Un- 
earthly Stranger is actually a little 
gem of understated horror, cleverly 
directed, intelligently and, at times, 
wittily acted and possessed of a 
taut, literate script. The underlying 
themes of conflict: tribal vs. mari- 
tal fidelity, logic vs. instinct, and 
friendship vs. civic duty, are skill- 
fully worked into the narrative 
giving the film a weight and depth 
rarely found in this genre. 


Frankenstein Unbound 
(d) roger corman (1990) 


A somewhat uneasy mixture of sci-fi 
and horror, Frankenstein Unbound 
marks a less than triumphal return to the 
director’s chair for legendary B-movie 
mogul Roger Corman. While not a com- 
plete disaster, the picture cannot help but 
disappoint the legion of trash film 
fanatics weaned on such marvels as At- 
tack of the Crab Monsters and Bucket of 
Blood. 


Corman, who co-wrote the script 
from a critically well-received Brian Al- 
diss novel of the same name, stated that 
his intent with this undertaking was to 
fashion a film that worked on two levels: 
the horrific and the philosophic. Unfor- 
tunately, Corman the philosopher does 
not trust Corman the filmmaker, so rather 
than allowing theme to emerge from nar- 
rative, to develop as a natural conse- 
quence of story, he relies far too heavily 
on expository dialogue. This results, 
ironically enough, in a film with Lord 
Byron and Percy Bysshe Shelley as char- 
acters, in something akin to romantic 
closet dramas like Manfred and 
Prometheus. And as anyone who has 
ever had the misfortune to sit through a 
performance of these stultifying plays 
knows, such romantic relics are best left 
to the perusal of scholars and doctoral 
candidates. Certainly, the tale of a scien- 
tist who experiments with a laser weapon 
which creates a time slip subsequently 
transporting him to nineteenth century 
Geneva where he meets Dr. Frankenstein 
(Raul Julia) and his monster must have 
looked like a wonderful project on paper. 
Yet despite this intriguing premise and 
the marvelously energetic performances 
of Julia and Hurt, the picture never really 
goes anywhere. Moreover, no one is 
given much to do other than mouth 
pseudo-profundities concerning the ab- 
surdity of existence, the relationship be- 
tween science and religion, the inter- 
dependence of art and reality, and so on 
and so forth. Unbound occasionally 
sputters to fitful life when the monster - 
who looks like Robert Ginty with a pie 
plate in his head - struts and frets his stuff, 
however these monstrous materializa- 
tions come far too infrequently to 
generate the spark this rather moribund 
exercise so desperately needs. 


Blood And Lace 
(d) philip gilbert (1970) 


Considered quite shocking 
when initially released because 
of its somewhat graphic 
violence and controversial sub- 
ject matter which included in- 
cest, torture, and child moles- 
tation, Blood and Lace seems 
fairly tame when judged by 
present standards. When a 
teenage girl’s mother and lover 
are brutally bludgeoned to 
death and their corpses set 
afire, she is sent to a seedy 
orphanage run by a badly aging 
Gloria Grahame. The or- 
phanage turns out to be little 
more than a prison where 
Grahame, with the help of her 
homely, alcoholic handyman, 
beats and tortures her charges 
at the slightest provocation. 
Quickly sizing-up the situation, 
Grahame’s newest ward at- 
tempts to escape but is caught 
by a detective (Vic Tayback) 
who has been watching her, 
believing the young girl to 
know more than she lets on 
about her mother’s murder. 
All the elements are here for an 
interesting exercise in southern 
Gothic horror - decaying man- 
sion, isolated small town set- 
ting, derelict and unstable char- 
acters - but the film is hap- 
hazardly plotted and 
uninspiredly directed. Once 
Tayback returns our youthful 
heroine to the orphanage she is 
made to suffer a series of rather 
routine outrages leading to 
what is supposed to be a star- 
tling denouement that is instead 
merely vulgar. Gloria 
Grahame, who would go on to 
star in two more horror films 
after this one (The Nesting and 
Mansion of the Doomed), 
provides the only reason for 
watching this otherwise forget- 
table film, her understated per- 
formance as a love-starved 
sadist lending a much needed 
air of depravity to the proceed- 
ings. 
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Incredibly Strange Film Show: 
Ted V. Mikels (1988) 


Most connoisseurs of low budget 
cinema are familiar with the oeuvre of an 
Ed Wood, Jr. or even Ray Dennis Steckler, 
but not that of Ted V. Mikels. Mention his 
name to these people and you’re lilkely to 
get a shrug of the shoulders or a blank look, 
quite surprising in light of the fact that 
Mikels has produced and directed over a 
dozen highly entertaining and unusual 
films. He’s even had a few hits. The Black 
Klansman, the story of a black man who 
infiltrates the KKK, brought in enough 
cash in 1965, the year of its release, for 
Mikels to start his own film company, and 
The Corpse Grinders actually dented the 
top twenty in the weekly box office listings 
in 1972. 


Mikels’ most famous film however, is 
inarguably the Astro Zombies, a horror 
film starring John Carradine as a mad 
scientist who builds robot creatures out of 
dead bodies. It was filmed, like so many 
of his pictures, in a twenty-three room 
castle outside Glendale, California in 
which he lived, until recently, for over 
thirty years with an assortment of women 
he called his "castle ladies." Ted isn’t very 
forthcoming with Jon Ross and his in- 
credibly strange film crew about his per- 
sonal relationship with these "ladies", but 
he’s terribly open about almost everything 
else. He’s made films on impossibly low 
budgets - Astro Zombies cost only 
$37,000 to make - had to train his own 
crew, was forced to go begging for financ- 
ing and, after all was said and done, 
watched helplessly as the rights to his films 
were sold off to repay the financing costs. 
Yet Mikels refuses to dwell on any of this. 
He can’t look back, he’s too busy dreaming 
about new film projects and as we watch 
the documentary unfold and hear Ted’s 
many tales of filming with little more than 
sweat and inspiration, we realize we’re 
watching a portrait of an indomitable soul, 
an individual who believes that anything is 
possible, an individual who really seems to 
"enjoy" doing the impossible." Is it any 
wonder that a man with such an irrepres- 
sible and indefatigable spirit has been able 
to charm so many women into sharing their 
lives with him? 


J. BYRON FOSTER - Produced and Directed by TED V. MIKELS 


АТУ MIKELS FILM PRODUCTION • RELEASED BY GENENI FILM DISTRIBUTING CO INC 


Ten Violent Women 
(d) ted v. mikels (1982) 

Released in 1982, Ten Violent Women was Mikels’ 
eleventh effort in the dual role of producer-director. Although 
his previous output varied greatly in quality and subject matter, 
nothing in Mikels’ oeuvre provided adequate preparation for the 
viewing of this composite of bizarre parody and repellent 
exploitation. 

Ten Violent Women begins with a literal bang when 
dynamite explodes a gold mine that is exclusively worked by 
our heroines: ten beautiful women. Thinking the charge laid 
by the foreman was one stick too many (although how girls who 
mine in shorts and tennis shoes can claim even a passing 
knowledge of explosives is beyond me), the rebellious vixens 
club him over the head and savagely fall upon him (but not before 
he tears off a blouse and bra). Forced to abandon this venture, 
the women turn to a classier profession: jewel thieving. Their 
first heist nets them over a million dollars as well as trouble 
from murderous Arabs whose sacred ring is part of the loot. 
With the insidious Middle Easterners on their trail, the women 
attempt to dump the jewels with a debauched drug dealer (played 
with simian grace and charm by Ted V. himself), but he refuses 
to pay in cash. Instead, he attempts to force a trade for his "hot" 
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coke stash. The plan backfires and the 
Mikels character is brutally and amusingly 
stomped to death, the coup de grace 
wrought by a stiletto heel piercing Ted’s 
ample stomach. 


The homicidal honeys foolishly 
abscond with the blow and then just as 
foolishly allow their dim-witted leader to 
peddle the stuff to a pair of obvious narcs 
(the mixture of plaid shirt and polyester 
jacket failing to arouse their suspicions), 
resulting in their arrest. And then sudden- 
ly, after almost forty-five minutes of run- 
ning time, we find ourselves thrust from 
the realm of heist parody and mock 
violence into the dimly-lit world of the 
women-in-prison film with its attendant 
catfights, nude shower scenes, bull-dyke 
inmates, and sadistic prison guards. This 
segue into a more obvious form of ex- 
ploitation would normally be a laughable 
turn of events if the prison milieu was not 
so effectively rendered as a deranged, 
almost-surreal hellhole. Here, the 
violence seems achingly real; the fights 
seem to go on for one kick or punch too 
long, and the psychotic exchanges appear 
heartfelt. Georgia Morgan gives an amaz- 
ingly creepy performance as the sadistic 
warden. She really seems to enjoy beating 
women with wet towels and pounding on 
garbage cans placed over prisoners’ heads. 
But would you expect any less of a woman 
who has a portrait of herself suited in 
thirties gangster garb hanging over her 
bed? 

Ten Violent Women's uneasy mix of 
exploitation thrills, comedy, and violent 
realism makes for intermittently entertain- 
ing and, in the case of the prison sequen- 
zes, arresting viewing even though narra- 
ave integration is, in the main, dispensed 
with. The pacing is also uneven; scenes 
chat are ineffective are allowed to drag on 
tor too long or are juxtaposed with scenes 
chat are more telling and provocative. 
And there is no ending, no resolution. Yet 
che film is so professionally constructed, 
sO well-staged and framed (Mikels always 
c2eps the eye busy), so consistently hateful 
and contemptuous of anything and every- 
zung that the only logical conclusion that 
гап be reached is that it is the product of 
zareful and deliberate planning. This dis- 
ΞΝΈΤΥ yields the notion that accepted criti- 
zal standards are of little value when at- 
zmpting a discussion of this fascinating 
tashmash of genres. Perhaps this is what 
ze critic meant when he called Теп 
Violent Women "a world of its own." 


| War Cat 
(d) ted v. mikels (1987) 


When the legendary Ray Dennis Steckler was fired shortly after 
production began on the low-budget action drama War Cat, maverick film 
distributor Jeffrey C. Hogue called upon Ted V. Mikels to polish the script 
and assume the directing chores. The consequence of this peculiar 
amalgamation of singular talents is a somewhat disjointed, but nevertheless 
compelling, exercise in rancor and savagery. 


War Cat begins innocently enough. Tina, a beautiful young writer, 
arrives in an unspecified mountain backwater to research a book she is 
writing about her father, a successful military man. She has barely 
disembarked from her bus when she is accosted by a cretinous miscreant 
named Manny. Unbeknownst to Tina, Manny is a member of a 
paramilitary survivalist group that - when not desultorily blowing up trees 
and rocks - mindlessly 
tortures, rapes, and 
murders young women 
during their infrequent 
periods of R&R. 


Manny beats a hasty 
retreat upon being 
politely rebuffed by 
Tina, but he proves to 
be a stubborn cuss who 
simply won’t take 
"Fuck Off!" or a karate 
kick to the stomach for 
an answer. Tina finally 
has him thrown in jail, 
but he is sprung by his 
commander, the Major, 
and returns with him to 
base camp. 


She was hunted like aa animal, 
until they became the 


After aiding his 
band of irregulars in 
dispatching a troop of alarmingly effeminate bikers, the irascible Manny 
sneaks back into town, abducts Tina, and brings her to the base to meet 
the Major and the rest of the boys. There she is beaten and raped (which 
we are thankfully spared seeing), but is also given a chance to escape when 
she appeals to the Major's sense of justice and fair play ("That gun is the 
only prick you got!") Tina is allowed a two hour head start and is then 
stalked by the Major's most vicious and sadistic men. Letting this zaftig 
hoyden loose turns out to be an incredible blunder; once set free, Tina uses 
her superior hunting and tracking skills to turn the tables on the crack 
cadre, dispatching the men with such brutal efficiency that she makes 
Rambo look like a girl scout by comparison. 


War Cat has been pared by Hogue and Mikels to a mere seventy-eight 
minutes, excising the dross of exposition, character development, and all 
but the most rudimentary dialogue. What remains is an almost unbearable 
series of tableaus depicting little more than depravity and graphic violence. 
This strategy on the part of the filmmakers serves to strengthen the viewer’s 
growing sense of horror and dislocation as the story unfolds, yet it also 
leaves the viewer with a burning question: why would anyone bother 
fighting for survival in such an unceasingly brutal an psychotic environ- 
ment? This is however, not a major failing; those cineastes who enjoy the 
kind of sensibility displayed in films such as I Spit On Your Grave and 
Fight For Your Life will not want to miss War Cat. 
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Killer’s Kiss 


Adult Animation 
(d) various (1990) 


This collection of animated and claymation shorts has 
a somewhat sophomoric preoccupation with sex and 
violence, nevertheless, it is for the most part humorous 
and visually arresting. Two of the more intriguing films, 
Desire Pie and Malice In Wonderland strive to recreate 
a psychedelic experience. The former, presents a simply 
drawn hippie couple constantly transmogrifying into 
oddly shaped breasts, penises and vaginas while they are 
engaged in sundry acts of lovemaking. The latter is an 
hallucinogenic recounting of Lewis Carroll’s classic 
children’s story which begins with a series of recognizable 
forms and then melts and mutates into amusingly eldritch 
shapes. The highlight of the anthology is Rick 
Goldstein’s Night On The Town, a droll, surrealist 
nightmare of primitive claymation depicting a day in the 
life of an alcoholic, from his awakening in the early 
evening to vomit to his passing out in a gutter in the early 
morning. The set piece in the dingy strip joint where the 
dipsomaniac looses himself in a self-induced phantasm in 
which all the club’s denizens transform into horrible, 
shapeless creatures while copulating is nothing less than 
a tour de force of stop motion animation and feverish, 
twisted imagery. It is a shame that such brilliance is 
followed by the three weakest entries, one of which, 
Random Positions, a banal slice of lifelessness, was 
written by Eric Talk Radio Bogosian. Placing these duds 
at the end of the tape however, does allow the informed 
viewer to stop with the Goldstein work and end the 
viewing experience on a high note. 
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Killer’s Kiss 
(d) stanley kubrick(1954) 


Kubrick’s flashy little noir clocks 
in at a mere sixty-seven minutes yet 
possesses enough style and vitality for 
ten films. Made on the streets of New 
York for less than forty thousand dol- 
lars, it was Kubrick’s second full- 
length feature - he disavows Fear And 
Desire, his first - and was crafted with 
all the cinematic tricks at young 
Stanley’s disposal in an effort to spark 
interest in the major studios. The 
result was a work weak in narrative but 
rich in visual and cinematic invention. 
Kubrick, who also wrote the 
screenplay, takes this rather threadbare 
story of a washed-up fighter falling for 
a petty gangster’s moll and imbues it 
with such an oppressive feeling of 
foreboding that matters of plotting, 
theme, plausibility and motivation be- 
come almost irrelevant. For this is a 
tone poem, a portrait in black and gray 
whose true subject is lighting, mise en 
scene and montage, in short, the lan- 
guage of cinema. Which isn’t to imply 
that this is a static work; Killer’s Kiss 
positively crackles with energy. The 
boxing match which takes place shortly 
after the film begins and the surreal 
battle in an attic filled with mannequins 
which occurs at the denouement are 
spectacularly staged-tableaus of shock- 
ing and cathartic violence. In addition 
there is an attempted rape, a murder, 
a brutal beating and a high speed chase 
across tenement rooftops. Most of the 
exposition is provided by way of voice- 
over narration, Kubrick preferring to 
reveal character and evoke ambience 
through visual means. The Times 
Square environ is brought to par- 
ticularly vivid life through a brilliant 
montage of cheap gimcracks, unap- 
petizing foods, and beat store fronts. 
Equally impressive are the dream se- 
quences, particularly the hero’s 
nightmare, an impossibly rapid track- 
ing shot in negative of foreboding 
skyscrapers set against an equally bale- 
ful, crepuscular midnight sky. It’s a 
breathtaking piece of filmmaking and 
one which must have impressed 
Kubrick as well inasmuch as he later 
employed similar cinematic leger- 
demain in his trip through the black 
monolith in 2001. 


Š Tales Of Ordinary Madness 
(d) marco ferarri (1978) 


Marco Ferarri's powerful and moving film begins as a dispassionate meditation 
on the atrabilious and booze-soaked milieu of Charles Bukowski and then slowly 
evolves into an ironic character study of a poet and storyteller. No ordinary writer 
mind you but a composer of strong, lucid and deceptively simple lines, a man’s 
man of an ink-slinger who arrogantly walks the mean streets of the "defeated, 
demented and damned," without ever comprehending that the lost souls who 
provide inspiration for his muse can never provide balm for his soul. 


Bukowski’s stage is poverty row Los Angeles although it could just as easily 
be desolation street anywheresville: 


A hardcore turf of pimps, whores, no class rip-off artists and other 
shattered types entertaining fantasies too desperate to mention. 


Here the great man lives a life of shabby gentility in a run down one room 
apartment amidst peeling paint, garbage strewn floors, a few sticks of furniture 
and a typewriter. Next door is Bukowski’s nymphomaniac ex-wife, a virago who 
steals his keys and his beer and insults him with boasts of her lovers’ prowess at 
cunnilingus. Bukowski takes it all in stride: "I’m not chasing the American wet 
dream," he tells us, "I’d rather get drunk." 


But he’s lying, to himself and to us. When a self-destructive whore named 
Cass asks Bukowski to take her "soul with his cock," he falls for her. It’s not love 
he wants however; it’s nepenthe: forgetfulness. "Kiss my hair, my face, my cock, 
my balls," Bukowski declaims to Cass while they make love, "Help me to forget." 


And Cass does help for awhile until her self-loathing gets the better of her and 
she starts to push Bukowski away, finally leaving him to drown on the beach after 
he’s passed out from drinking. 


So he leaves her but unable to bury her in his subconscious, Bukowski turns to 
drink. Reaching the bottom of the bottle and still seeing Cass’ face, a now desperate 
man is driven to absurd acts. He fucks a lonely, obese welfare mother and 
afterwards tries to crawl into her vagina. He gives a poetry reading to uncom- 
prehending winos in the back of a flophouse and passes out in the gutter when 
done. But playing the clown doesn’t help, nothing does, so he returns to his 
deranged coquette with the knowledge that his reapproachment is destined to fail. 


Director Ferarri, who co-wrote the screenplay, refuses to make judgements 
about either Cass or Bukowski. He presents us with the boorish and charming 
sides of both characters and asks us to make up our own minds. The acting is 
strong, bold, full of venturesome histrionics, often skirting dangerously close to 
parody. As Bukowski, Ben Gazzara brings a kind of sordid nobility to the role; 
his interpretation possesses just the right mix of solipsism, despair and buffoonery. 
As Cass, Ornella Muti is all whispers and sighs, with the perpetual wide-eyed look 
of a frightened doe. And in the small part of a sleazy psychopath, Susan Tyrell is 
nothing less than a revelation. When she rips off her clothes and starts to growl 
like some feral animal, she frightens and repels; it is woman as wild animal and 
despite that, it is a woman you would fuck no matter what the cost, no matter what 
the consequences. Marlowe envisioned Susan when he had his Faustus, despairing 
cry: "She sucks forth my soul! See where it flies!" 


Tales is primarily concerned with Cass and Bukowski but Ferarri and his 
screenwriters have wisely chosen to people the narrative with many simple yet 
sharply drawn figures. This has the effect of opening the film up, of giving it the 
feel of the everyday - the mundane and the sublime. The setting may be skid row, 
yet it is as full of color and energy as any realm of the fantastic or the exotic. You 
may not want to pitch your tent here, yet you come away with a better understanding 
of what draws Bukowski to this besotted netherworld and, in turn, what draws 
readers to Bukowski. 
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Slaves Of Love 
(1969) 


Ah, how to approach a 
film like Slaves of Love. 
It has little historical or 
sociological significance 
and even less aesthetic im- 
portance. Perhaps it can 
be viewed as a classic ex- 
ample of an exploitation 
tease, a title promising 
more than it can ever pos- 
sibly deliver. Well it 
delivers, but it's a very 
small package of entertain- 
ment. The story of two 
detectives on an assign- 
ment whose plane is some- 
how forced to land on an 
island populated only by 
mini-skirted, sexually 
frustrated women should 
have resulted in a number 
of comic, not to mention 
steamy situations but it 
does not. Unfortunately 
we are instead forced to 
listen to a lot of banal 
dialogue and watch inter- 
minable scenes of women 
disrobing while somehow 
managing to make them- 
selves as unappealing as 
possible. And it's not that 
these starlets are physical- 
ly unattractive, it's just 
that they are not actresses 
in the formal sense of the 
word and without the 
direction they were ap- 
parently not given, they 
haven't a clue as to what to 
do to make themselves ap- 
pear desirable. If they 
had, the film might have 
provided the unintended 
laughs the distributors 
claimed the viewer would 
find in such abundance. 
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Incredibly Strange Film Show: Ray Dennis Steckler (1988) 


I remember sneaking down to the basement early one Saturday morning to catch one of the impoverished obscurities 
a Baltimore station made a habit of featuring each week. Usually I would watch a half hour or so of some godawful 
film, and then satisfied that I wasn’t missing some forgotten low-budget masterpiece, I would sneak back to bed. On 
this particular night however, I made it through the whole film, which meant that rosy fingered dawn was making her 
presence felt before I finally crept back to my room. Yet I just couldn’t fall asleep, images from the wild and inane 
movie I had just seen kept popping up from my subconscious and in my teeming brain there arose the overwhelming 
question: Had I really just spent three hours in the middle of the night watching something called The Incredibly 
Strange Creatures Who Stopped Living And Became Mixed-Up Zombies, a horror film with seven or eight full 
scale musical production numbers, or was it all a dream? I fell asleep finally but only after telling myself that I had 
imagined it all. I must have, I mean nobody in their right mind would put Busby Berkley styled musical numbers in 
a movie about homicidal, acid-scared zombies. Would they? 


Years later, thanks to a Lester Bangs article, I discovered that I had not been dreaming, I had really seen such a 
film. Emboldened with this knowledge, I did a little research and discovered that the guy responsible for this crazed 
piece of celluloid called himself Ray Dennis Steckler and that he had made other pics with equally outrageous titles 
like Wild Guitar and, get this, Rat Pfink a Boo Boo. But where could you see them? They were so obscure that 
even three watt UHF stations which would play anything to eat up programming time didn’t bother to run them. So 
throughout my adolescence I had to content myself with watching Creatures whenever it made one of its infrequent 
appearances on the tube at four in the morning and imagining what the other Steckler films looked and sounded like. 


Thanks to guys like Johnny Legend, Jim Morton, Boyd Rice, Michael Weldon and the home video revolution, 
many of Steckler’s works have been transferred to cassette allowing desperate individuals such as myself to slake their 
thirst for Ray Dennis. Even the limeys have hopped on the Steckler bandwagon, sending over their Incredibly Strange 
Film Show people to make a one hour documentary on the man. While not the comprehensive overview I had hoped 
for, it is nevertheless a highly entertaining and humorous look at a cinematic maverick, an iconoclast whose sincere 
and admirable goal is to "strive for originality" which he does by eschewing the use of scripts and utilizing as many 
of his friends and family on his shoots as he can so as to keep the feeling of spontaneity and enthusiasm a constant 
while filming. Much of the hour is taken up with a tongue-in-cheek investigation of Steckler’s working methods and 
toward that end we are given a hilarious look at a work in progress: Dark Alleys In A Well Lit City. We are also 
provided with comprehensive explanations as to how some of Steckler’s more popular films like Creatures and Rat 
Pfink came to fruition, shown numerous scenes from, and trailers for, the pictures and, as a bonus are granted an 
audience with the reclusive and mysterious Cash Flagg, Steckler’s malevolent thespic alter ego. 
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A 
MORGAN-STECKLER Production 


Sinthia - The Devil's Doll 
(d) ray dennis steckler (1968) 

Steckler has been searching for a print 
of this film for years and until recently he 
had been unable to find one. Made in Texas 
for a sixty-five year old novice producer, it 
stars a school teacher named Bonnie Allison 
in the surreal story of a twenty-one year old 
girl who has recurring nightmares revolving 
around her murder of her mother and father 
nine years previously. Steckler refers to 
Sinthia as his low-budget Bergman, but his 
primitive Freudianism, his garish color 
schemes - icy blues and sensuous reds - and 
his cleverly contrived cinematic tricks sug- 
gest Fellini on a severely restricted budget. 
The film consists almost entirely of two long 
oneiric sequences, phantasms involving 
multiple flashbacks, steamy soft core sex 
and disjointed, subliminal dialogue. The 
framing sequence consisting of a 
psychiatrist’s banal explanation of the 
heroine’s subconscious motivations were 
added at the producer’s insistence. There is 
no need to waste your time with them, fast 
forward to the hauntingly frenzied dream 
sequences. They are like nothing you have 
ever seen. 
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Wild One on Wheels aka Drivers To Hell 
(d) rudolph cusumano (1961) 

This little gem, recently exhumed by Ray Dennis Steckler, who 
co-wrote the script, served as principal photographer and co-stared as a 
soft-spoken, bespectacled j.d. named Preacherman, is a fast-paced, 
amusing and, at times surprisingly suspenseful film. Strap yourself in 
for a wild, wigged out ride to the heart of nowheresville. For Hazel, a 
waitress working in a decrepit diner in the middle of the Arizona desert, 
it proves a short trip to such port of call. Anxiously awaiting the return 
of her husband Duke from his twelve year prison stretch where he landed 
for masterminding a $240,000 robbery, Hazel is blissfully unaware that 
the diner is being cased by a vicious gang of young toughs. The gang 
knows that Duke buried the money somewhere nearby and they figure 
that once released, Duke will grab Hazel and make a beeline for the 
dough which the addle-patted Duke does, allaying the suspicions of the 
even denser Hazel by telling her that they are going on a camping trip 
(never mind that in Arizona in the summer it’s 120 degrees in the shade). 
Once Hazel and Duke pitch camp, the delinquents drop in and start 
making with the threats. When Duke proves an ungracious host, 
refusing to reveal where the cash is buried, he is stabbed to death. Hazel 
tries to play it tough as well, but when one of the gang threatens to force 
feed her a lizard, she agrees to lead them to the money. The remainder 
of the flick finds the gang fighting among themselves and attempting to 
ingratiate themselves with Hazel in a bid to get the drop on their cohorts. 
Boasting a surprisingly coherent script from a man infamous for having 
made most of his films without them, campy beat dialogue and out- 
rageously hammy performances especially from Steckler with his low- 
key, methodical study in cool, Wild Ones definitely delivers the goods. 
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Stranger On The Third Floor 
(d) boris ingster (1940) 


Most film critics and historians consider this picture to 
be the first fully realized film noir. While I wouldn’t go 
that far, I would be the first to admit that the film possesses 
many of the visual and literary elements commonly found 
in the genre. There is, first of all, the screenplay which 
attempts to walk the fine line between reality and 
nightmare. Then there is Stranger’s dark, somber tone 
and overwhelming sense of despair and impotence. And 
finally, we have the art direction with its low key lighting, 
consistent use of chiaroscuro, and oblique camera angle, 
clearly betraying the influence of the German Expressionist 
school of filmmaking. 


Stranger does employ a number of different devices 
that one almost never finds in the prototypical film noir. 
Noir stories for example, are usually quite complex and the 
plotting is often labyrinthian, filled with flashbacks and 
possessed of a rather fractured chronology. Ingster’s script 
however is rather simple, his narrative structure 
straightforward and direct. Noir protagonists are for the 
most part, callous, cynical and somewhat insecure. The 
happy couple who are the focal point of Stranger are, in 
decided contrast, relatively secure, sensitive and optimis- 
tic. In the tenebrous world of noir, nothing is ever totally 
resolved, if the hero emerges triumphant, it is often a 
hollow victory. Here the ending is a happy one with all 
loose ends effectively and permanently tied. 


At the center of Stranger is Michael Ward, a young, 
aspiring newspaper reporter who, shortly after being intro- 
duced to us, stumbles on a murder at a diner. The resulting 
exclusive he gives to his paper leads to a raise which 
concomitantly lends him enough economic security to 
propose to his girlfriend but which also raises doubts as to 
whether he subconsciously embellished his testimony at the 
resulting trial so as to make his newspaper account more 
dramatic and ensure the conviction of an innocent man 
(Elisha Cook Jr.). These 
uncertainties are dis- 
pelled a few nights later 
when Michael discovers 
that his nosey middle- 
aged neighbor has been 
murdered in exactly the 
same way - the throat has 
been cut through to the 
spinal cord - as the first 
victim he found. Michael 
goes to the police and at- 
tempts to pin the blame on 
a stranger (Peter Lorre) 
he accosted on the landing 
outside his apartment the 
night before the murder, 
but the cops don’t believe 
him and Michael is 


thrown in jail. It is left to his girlfriend to track down 
Lorre, clear Michael and the wrongfully imprisoned Cook 
as well. 


Stranger is, in the main, suspenseful and well done but 
it does have its weaknesses. The acting of the leads is 
wooden, and Peter Lorre, the putative star of the picture, 
has a relatively small part. The story is not terribly 
believable and shot through with so much contrivance as 
to be almost risible. Yet Ingster keeps things moving at a 
brisk pace - the film is only sixty-four minutes long - and 
Lorre is wonderfully creepy with his hushed, lubricous 
voice, wild, bulging eyes and blackened, prosthetically 
misshapen teeth. The photography of Nick Musuraca, who 
would later work with Welles and Lewton, and the art 
direction of Van Nest Palglare, who would later work 
similar magic in Citizen Kane, is simply masterful. 
Nowhere is their collaborative effort shown to better effect 
than in the nightmare Michael experiences immediately 
before discovering the body of his elderly neighbor; a 
marvelously sustained phantasm suffused with slashing, 
slanted shadows, ominously oversized props and architec- 
ture, severe low angled shots, and dazzlingly kaleidoscopic 
visual effects. 


Another interesting facet of Stranger resides in 
Ingster’s rather cynical view of the American judicial 
system. At the trial of Elisha Cook, the judge is shown to 
be bored out of his mind and barely paying attention, the 
jurors just as uninterested, one of them having to be 
awakened from a deep sleep. The reporters in attendance, 
treat the proceedings as a carnival laying odds on the 
outcome. Michael’s editor even goes so far as to tell him 
that no one cares whether the defendant might be innocent 
because "there are too many people in the world anyway." 
Later when Michael gives the chief of police the lead that 
would enable them to catch Lorre, they lock Michael up 

because they are simply 
too damn lazy to run down 
the tip themselves. Justice 
eventually prevails but an 
innocent citizen must first 
risk her life before it does. 
Jon Tuska notes in his ex- 
cellent study of the film 
noir, Dark Cinema, that 
this bitter view of our legal 
system would not find its 
like in until Orson Welles’ 
The Lady From Shanghai 
(1948). It is curious, that 
it would take this most 
cynical of genres so long 
before again subjecting 
American jurisprudence to 
such ridicule. 
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Pieces 
(d) juan piquer simon(1981) 


In the wake of Halloween 
(1978) and Friday The 13th 
(1980), a miasmatic wave of gris- 
ly cinematic exercises known 
today as "slasher films" inundated 
the grind houses. While most 
gorehounds regard the Lustig- 
Spinell collaboration Maniac 
(1980) as the supreme expression 
in this rather limited genre due to 
its brutal misogyny and mini- 
malist narrative, Pieces far more 
effectively employs its reduc- 
tionist strategies. Director Simon 
and his crew, recognizing that the 
slasher film in its purist form does 
not admit such niceties as plot, 
theme and character, pare these 
antiquated literary devices from 
the script leaving us only the es- 
sentials: beautiful young girls in 
various states of undress, graphic 
bloodletting and dismemberment, 
idiot comic relief and monosyl- 
labic dialogue. 


Christopher George and his 
wife Lynda are the nominal stars 
of the piece drifting from scene to 
bloody scene as they trail a 
psychotic coed killer on a Boston 
campus; nevertheless, it’s the 
breasts, buttocks, chainsaws and 
knives that are the real stars here. 
While most viewers will find this 
preoccupation with the inanimate 
object - well the breasts do jiggle 
a little - repulsive and somewhat 
dull, the filmmakers are to be ap- 
plauded for artfully crafting a pic- 
ture that taxes neither the imagina- 
tion nor the intellect. "Pieces," 
the ad campaign trumpeted on the 
film's initial run, "It's exactly 
what you think it is..." And it 
is, a cynical and manipulative 
work designed solely for the 
entertainment of chronic mastur- 
bators and binge drinkers. 


“WORST FILM.....KIDS LOVE ΙΤ” 
-- ATLANTA FILM FESTIVAL 
“MAKES TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE 
LOOK LIKE CHILDSPLAY”’ 


- MIAMI SCI-FI and HORROR FESTIVAL 
“MORE RAW HORROR THAN 
FRIDAY THE 13th and HALLOWEEN COMBINED 


INNEAPOLIS FILM FESTIVAL 


Last House On Dead End Street 
(d) victor janos (1977) 

Legend has it that this film was made on a lark by some NYU film students 
seeking to capitalize on the notoriety achieved by the release of Snuff one 
year earlier. Impressed with the students’ project, a fly-by-night distributor 
picked it up and pushed it as a ready-made cult classic which status it 
eventually attained due to its unrelenting gruesomeness and general air of 
depravity. For a long time available only in a truncated version, an unedited 
Spanish subtitled edition of Last House has recently found its way to our 
shores by way of Venezuela. 


The story, even in the unedited version, is still rather inchoate. It concerns 
a young punk snuff filmmaker who has just been released from prison after 
getting railroaded by his distributors. After rounding up his former partners 
in crime, the punk kidnaps the distributors and incorporates their torture, 
dismemberment and eventual murder in a spontaneous picture of his own 
devise. That’s about the gist of it and if I’ve made a few mistakes in relaying 
the narrative to you its because I was too busy running to the balcony of my 
apartment to get some fresh air while the film was unwinding. I suppose I 
should go back and review the damned thing to see if I got it right but the 
whole experience was so friggin’ unsettling that I just can’t bring myself to 
do it. This is one sick, grim, little flick, let me tell ya. 


And in fact, this seems to be the sole aim of Last House: to severely 
unsettle its audience which could have been achieved with just a straightfor- 
ward treatment of the script, but add the primitive camera work, grainy film 
stock and the untutored acting, and the upshot is a cinema verite feel, which 
makes the finished product all the more disturbing. The use of sacred music 
and Gregorian chants during the grisliest scenes is also a particularly effective 
device, serving as it does, to remind us of the atavistic elements that underlie 
contemporary religious practices. 
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ΤΗΕ ΤΗΑΘΗΜΕΝ 

JAMES CARR 

BIRDLAND 

THE WILD WILD WORLD OF MONDO MOVIES MUSIC 
JIMMIE DALE GILMORE 

FIRE DOWN BELOW (COMPILATION) 
ORIGINAL CLUB SKA (COMPILATION) 
SCREAMIN JAY HAWKINS 

LA MUERTE 

TARR 

ANUS PRESLEY 

| WAS A TEENAGE BRAIN SURGEON (COMPILATION) 
WILLY DEVILLE 

DAN SUSNARA 

LIQUID JESUS 

SLAUGHTER HOUSE 

PANIC 

IGNORANCE 

INTRUDERS 

THE BLOODY STOOLS 

ANACRUSIS 

FUZZHEAD 


1The Trashmen - Live Bird 65-67 (Sundazed, PO Box 
85, 27 Church St, Coxsackie, NY 12051). Most surf 
garage bands deserve relegation to the dust bins of 
history but this combo from, can ya believe Minnesota, 
is an exception. The Trashmen are remembered, if at 
all, for their hit Surfin’ Bird, but after playing this twang 
and reverb soaked platter a number of times, I’m begin- 
ning to think that these guys deserved better. Maybe its 
the inordinate amount of beer I put away every time I 
listen to this, but I really dig their versions of Dick Dale’s 
Let’s Go Trippin, the Astronauts Baja, and Link Wray’s 
Rumble. Add to this a killer rendition of Jerry Lee’s 
Lovin’ Up A Storm, and The MG’s Green Onions, and 
helacious renditions of their own self-penned ditties 
(including the Bird natch) and you got the makings of 
one helluva party disc. With interviews and band stand 
excerpts for comic relief, and amusing liner notes from 
Billy Miller of the fantabulous A-Bones. 


James Carr - You Got My Mind Messed Up (Vivid 
Sound). When you think "soul" some names come 
immediately to mind: Otis Redding, Wilson Pickett, 
Soloman Burke, but for me its James Carr. He sings 
at full throttle on every song with a powerful, raspy, 
ravaged voice that sounds like its going to give out at 
any second. This release, licensed from the legendary 
Goldwax label, has all the essential sides including 
You've Got My Mind Messed Up, The Dark End of The 
Street, and Pouring Water On A Drowning Man. For 
those possessing doubts about the man's brilliance, just 
listen to what Carr does with the treacly To Love 
Somebody or the bathetic What The World Needs Now. 
All in all, this is a collection of transcendental perfor- 
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THE JOLLY BOYS 

TERRY GARLAND 

HEX 

DRUNKEN BOAT 

GUILT 

DIVINE WEEKS 

CLOCKHAMMER 

POOTLY NAUTCH 

SCREAMIN POPEYES 

ANTHRAX 

ARSON GARDON 

B.O.X. 

SWAINS 

PSYCHICK WARRIORS OV GAIA 
JERRY KOLE AND THE STROKERS 
YEAR OF THE RAT (COMPILATION) 
KILLED BY DEATH (COMPILATION) 
THE RUMBLERS 

DICK DALE 

X-RAY-SPEX 

LINK WRAY 

RICK ASTLEY 


mances of fear, tragedy, and madness best heard after 
several shots of Jack Daniels. 


Birdland - Birdland (MCA). This quartet achieved a 
bit of notoriety in their homeland of England without 
benefit of an LP thanks to their destructive stage antics 
and believe it or don't, the release of a cover version of 
Patti Smith's Rock and Roll Nigger. Now with tremen- 
dous fanfare, the Birds eponymous debut washes up on 
these shores with accompanying press packages 
favorably comparing the band to The Sex Pistols and 
The Stooges which I don't quite understand because 
these bratty, pop-punk songs are light years away from 
anything in the Rotten or Oesterberg cannon. Still, if 
you make allowances for the affected, adenoidal vocaliz- 
ing of Robert Vincent (he's very young) you might come 
to the conclusion that this is a group with some promise. 

From the simple, chiming anthemic pieces like Hollow 
Heart and Shoot You Down, to the more moody exer- 
cises such as Paradise and Wake Up Dreaming, the 
Birds evince such an unbridled joy in noise making that 
even as your laughing and shaking your head at their 
excesses you'll find yourself turning the volume control 
way up high. 

The Wild Wild World Of Mondo Movies Music (Big 
Beat Records, 48-50 Steele Road, London NWID 7AS). 

This groovy compilation of trailers, snippets of 
dialogue, and music from such grade Z obscuros as RAT 
PFINK A BOO BOO and SHE DEVILS ON WHEELS 

is almost as much fun as watching the films from which 
they were culled. Ya get bad tunes (Ron Haydock, 
Carol Kay & The Stone Tones, and Arch Hal), bad 
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manners ("A film guaranteed to burst your blood vessels") 
and bad attitudes ("We are no longer interested in the future 
because that is where we will spend the rest of our lives.") 
from people who simply don't give a fuck what you think. 
What more could you ask for? 


Jimmie Dale Gilmore - After Awhile (Elektra). Twelve 
exquisite tunes from one of America's finest songwriters, 
Gilmore has been labeled as a country singer but he's far too 
talented to be so narrowly pigeonholed. Sure there are 
honky-tonk weepers like Chase The Wind and the title song 
but there is also a bluegrass romp, My Mind's Got A Mind 
Of It's Own, a gentle rocker, #16, an infectious Cajun ditty, 
and even a blues, Midnight Train. All sung in a mellifluous, 
unaffected style that recalls another era and another Jimmie 
- Jimmie Rogers that is. 


Fire Down Below: Scorchers From Studio One (Heartbeat 
Records, One Camp St, Cambridge, MA 02140). Not 
scorchers but languorous, sweaty reggae produced at 
Jamaica's most famous studio by the fabled Coxsone Dodd. 
These cuts from the late sixties and early seventies showcase 
artists like Burning Spear and Larry Marshall and The 
Heptones. It's the perfect record to make rum-drunk love 
to on a sweltering summer day. And when you're done you 
can get up, dry off, and then get down with the companion 
volume to this collection: Original Club Ska. Ska was the 
primitive musical predecessor to reggae, infectiously up- 
tempo, heavily syncopated, R&B flavored dance music often 
featuring sultry horns providing sharp, punchy riffs in the 
background. The work of the Skatilites, who perhaps more 
than any other band helped define this sound, is the highlight 
here. 


Screaming Jay Hawkins - Black Music For White People 
(Rhino Records, 2225 Colorado Ave, Santa Monica, CA 
90404). A famous white rock critic once said when speaking 
of Mr. Hawkins that if all it took was raucous and weird, 
then something like / Put A Spell On You would be the 
greatest record of all time. Well isn’t it? And if it isn't, it’s 
only because you have in mind something you think is 
weirder and more abandoned like Surfin' Bird, or You're 
Gonna Miss Me, or Dirt or . . . Well, you get my point. I 
mean what other criteria do you use to judge rock and roll 
other than the aforementioned adjectives? They're certainly 
the ones I use when listening to this way gone platter, the 
first by the Screamer in over fifteen years and, needless to 
say, it is an unmitigated triumph, a fantastic mix of jumpin' 
Jive, ghostly R&B, and insane rave-ups. There's even a 
dance version of Spell with a rap artist attempting to compete 
with Jay’s operatic moaning and groaning and losing big 
ume. If the hapless rapper had just listened to the scatologi- 
zal serenade Ignant Shit, Бе mighta lasted a few more rounds. 
The man even goes the distance with the hoary Old Man 
River and emerges unscathed. But enough with the boxing 
metaphor, Screamin’ Jay is one of rock and roll’s great 
eccentrics, a holy fool who can effortlessly provoke joy and 
taughter. Tithe unto him. 


La Muerte - Kustom Kar Kompetition (Caroline Records, 
114 W 26th, NY, NY 10001). These Belgians have aban- 
Joned their Goth-rock affectations for a grungier, heavy- 


metal thrash sound. Splenetic, screaming vocals, yowling 
guitars, underpinned by the dull, thudding whomp of a 
dinosaur blues beat. Wish I knew what these foreigners were 
ululating about as some of the song titles - Wild Fucker, Hate 
Love, Serial Killer - sound intriguing. And a band with this 
much hostility definitely is worth a listen. 


Tarr - Roundhouse (Amphetamine Reptile, 2541 Nicollet 
Ave S., Minneapolis, MN 55404). At first spin, this sounds 
like a typical New York art noise band, but after a few plays 
it kind of grows on you. There’s a tunefulness and an 
impressive sense of dynamics and rhythm undercutting the 
trendy dissonant guitar work and tuneless vocalizing. In the 
final analysis, it’s a simple illustration of a group of creative 
individuals proving to be more than the sum of their influen- 
ces. The CD contains the EP Handsome: six cuts in a 
punkier, more primitive but no less enjoyable style. 


Anus Presley - Bodybag Muzak (Sverre H. Kristen- 
sen/Agtrupvej 109, 1 tv/DK-6000 Kolding Denmark). For 
those looking at the world through feces colored glasses the 
world can indeed seem a brutal, mindless place devoid of 
beauty and compassion. This is the world of the Anus, a 
sixty minute sound collage of white noise, found sounds, 
snippets of hateful dialogue from myriad sources (por- 
nographic films are extensively mined), and bits of odd, 
discordant music. This production may not be everyone’s 
cup of bile but I found its relentless misanthropy rather 
fascinating. 


I Was A Teenage Brain Surgeon (Rounder Records, 6921 
El Cerrito, CA 94530). Jesus Christ, where the hell did 
they dig up these records? And just who am Jack The 
Ripper, Bobby Bare, and Jerry Collston? Well, no matter, 
this assortment of ghoulish garage rock is sure to please 
boppin’ bogies everywhere. Side one has its weak moments 
but turn the thing over and it’s sure nuff party time! Check 
out Eddie L. Davis’ wigged-out Peter Lorre impression 
riding atop the raunchy sax of The Monster, or the truly 
demented blues of the Brassets yowling from the House In 
The Alley, or the aforementioned Mr. Bare’s way-cool 
rockabilly ode to James Dean’s main squeeze, Vampira. 
Seventeen cacodemonic cuts in all, at least ten of them 
winners, not a bad average in any league. 


Willy Deville - Victory Mixture (Orleans available through 
Roundup Records, PO Box 154, N. Cambridge, MA 
02140). Has Willie finally kicked junk? Doesn’t sound like 
it from his impassioned reading of Champion Jack Dupree’s 
Junker’s Blues, and the last time I saw Mink, er Willy, he 
was stumbling all over the place. Until he got to the 
microphone where he then proceeded to sing his heart out. 
Which is exactly what he does here with his smokey, sinuous 
renditions of obscure New Orleans rhythm and blues songs. 
Deville enlists the aid of top flight musicians of the likes of 
Dr. John and Allen Toussaint to add a little savoir faire to 
grooves like Hello My Lover, and Every Dog Has Its Day 
and sultry ballads like Big Blue Diamonds, and Ruler Of My 
Heart. This is the LP for people who always found Willy 
somewhat pretentious. For fans, it’s a welcome change of 
direction after the uninspired AOR sounds of The Sporting 
Life. 
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Dan Susnara - Something In The Pond (7806 5. Kilpatrick, 
Chicago, IL 60652). The perfect tape for Halloween: 
spooky, synthesized soundscapes overlaid with ominously 
treated guitar and on some cuts, spectral voices, inspired by 
Dan’s meanderings in a secluded and supposedly haunted 
cemetery. Try to imagine the soundtrack that you might have 
composed for CARNIVAL OF SOULS and you get the idea. 
Although it’s only thirty minutes long, Something is a 
bargain at only four bucks. 


We received plenty of new releases from the metal front 
(guess metalheads are the only types who appreciate 
Brutarian) most of it turning out to be surprisingly enter- 
taining for one reason or another. The much praised Liquid 
Jesus sent us their first two discs, Live and Pour In The Sky. 
It’s professional, intelligently produced hard rock with 
pronounced blues and funk influences that have some critics 
favorably comparing the band to Jane’s Addiction (Triple X 
Records, 6715 Hollywood Blvd, Suite 284, Hollywood, CA 
90028 for the live record/MCA for the new one)... 
Slaughter House has been around for years playing at any 
club that would have them but Face Reality is only the 
combo’s second effort. Still, if there’s a God in Heaven, 
this release should make them big stars. Harsh, brutal songs 
about the evils of cocaine use, drunk driving and abortion, 
barked out amidst a most effective stew of thrash and speed. 
This is the band to play for people who say there’s nothing 
happening in metal . . . Epidemic shows that Panic have this 
hardcore thing down cold: thick, chunky riffs overlaid with 
some nasty, pulverizing bass, galloping drums and take no 
prisoners vocalizing by Jeff Braimes. Whilst the lyric sheet 
displays an unhealthy penchant for the morbid, Panic is not 
afraid to experiment, as the blistering 911 and the disquieting 
Spider Desire prove . .. Sometimes a band just can't seem 
to shake the anxiety of influence. Ignorance appears to be 
such a case. When they loosen up and funk up the heaviness 
they can be a lot of fun. Here’s hoping the next release isn’t 
suffused with such deadly earnestness . . . For the lyric sheet 
alone, I would heartily recommend the purchase of 
Intruder’s latest, Psycho Savant. Twisted interior 
monologues of serial killers and death row inmates mixed 
with philosophical ranting about societal indifference and 
political apathy sure make for some interesting reading. 
Fortunately, the music is more than able to carry the burden 
imposed by the weighty poesy. This is a deranged kind of 
speed metal, taking bone-crunching atavistic chording and 
stuffing it with caterwauling singing and shards of incandes- 
cent guitar squeals (All the aforementioned on Metal Blade 
Records, 18653 Ventura Blvd., Suite 311, Tarzana, CA 
91356) . . . The Bloody Stools (great name) are either great 
heavy metal parodists or the silliest, most misogynistic band 
in the universe. They certainly sound like a parody of a 
lumbering metal band: screeching vocals, by the numbers 
power chords, meandering guitar solos and rhythms of 
absolutely no subtly. Come to think of it, the song titles - 
Show Me Your Tits, Give Head Or Die, aren’t the last word 
in refinement either. And howzabout this nifty little quatrain 
from Straight To Uranus: Straight to Uranus/ Don’t give me 
по shit/Straight to Uranus/If you loosen up a little, you know 
it will fit. Perfect aural accompaniment for those on their 
way to a Dice Clay performance. Meet The Bloody Stools 


(Caroline Records)... — Ah yes, just what the world bas 
been waiting for, Anacrusis, an experimental, zen metal 
band. Pretty interesting actually. Lugubrious sounds giving 
way to rougher, harder textures with lead singer Kenn Nardi 
changing styles faster than the speed of sound. One second 
he's crooning like Perry Como, then he's emitting feral 
growls or howling like a dog in heat. Manic Impressions is 
certainly an apt title for these unusual goings on. (Metal 
Blade) 


Fuzzhead - What's Going On ($5 to Bill Weita, PO Box 
257, Kent, Ohio 44240). Remember that Cronenberg 
movie SCANNERS where the good guys were a bunch of 
people who heard all these voices and noises in their head 
which wouldn't stop unless they were given a shot of this 
experimental drug called ephemerol? Now imagine if one 
of those guys was a composer, this is what the music would 
sound like: dense, loosely structured suffused with ethereal 
voices, industrial noise, strange monologues, phrases 
repeated over and over until they become a mantra, odd 
percusive effects, in short, songs for schizophrenics. My 
favorite pieces are the two longer ones, That Stuff which 
starts off like a Middle Eastern chant and transmogrifies into 
a funk workout over which some nice squawking guitar work 
is laid, and the Flip Flop Symphony which is also something 
of a groove but even odder with its psychotically psychedelic 
fuzz guitar jam disintegrating into a netherworld of keening 
and wild assaults upon the fretboard. 


Summer Sampler - (First Warning, Suite 1202, NY, NY 
10012). A terrifically eclectic sampler of the work of seven 
artists whose styles run the gamut of pop music. There's 
The Jolly Boys with their breezy and jocular Jamaican folk 
music otherwise known as mento, down home country blues 
courtesy of Virginia native Terry Garland, the lush and 
dreamy pop sounds of Hex and an experimental thrash outfit 
(more on them later) called Clockhammer. Best band 
name as pretentious literary reference goes to Drunken Boat 
a terrific punk combo who sound like they just stepped out 
of a time warp from 1977. Guilt's name ain't much but they 
play a catchy brand of metal that is cleverer and more 
involving than most. Special thanks must be given for the 
big slabs of meaty guitar on their Girl and Her Dog. And 
last, but certainly not least, is the amazing Divine Weeks a 
no frills hard rock band with a bluesy edge, great raw and 
ragged guitar playing and a powerful one-two female-male 
vocal combination 


Clockhammer - First Warning. Take a band that has chops, 
likes thrash and speed metal and enjoys experimenting and 
what do you get? Of course, metal jazz or in other words 
an ensemble whose compositions toy with dynamics, pacing 
and melody. Songs that explode from the gate kicking like 
a motherfucking mule suddenly metamorphose into a strange 
mix of folky-cool bop with whispery, melodic vocalizing 
succeeding the heartfelt caterwauling heard just a moment 
before. The boys claim their tastes range from Sabbath to 
Sinatra. I believe them. 


Pootly Nautch - ( $2 from Hung Well Productions, 2233 
South Highland, Lombard, Il 60148). A four song EP of 
tongue-in-cheek soft rock tunes which take cheap shots at all 
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manner of sensitive subjects. My kind of humor. Bonus 
points for the acoustic version of GG Allin’s Bite It You 
Scum. Oh yes, the proceeds go to GG’s defense fund. 


Screamin Popeyes - Screamin Popeyes/Ah, Squid ($4 each 
to Jeff Olson, 210 South Alta #D, Branson, MO 65616). To 
make audio collages work you have to be brave to have the 
courage and persistence of vision. It also helps to be clever 
otherwise your tapes end up sounding like the desultory 
ravings of a paranoid psychotic. I am happy to report that 
Jeff and his band of merry men are both fearless and 
inventive, his assemblages betraying evidence of much 
thought and hard work. The eponymous work contains 
effective juxtapositions of eldritch sounds long and short 
passages of disquieting music, amusing oratory and satiric 
poetry, all of which make for fascinating listening. Ah, 
Squid is the darker of the two works to these ears, forty-five 
minutes of bleak and sometimes eerie soundscapes filled with 
synth loops, hissing percussion, reverberating electronic 
squonks and howling guitars, interrupted by demented car- 
nival music, and perverse almost dadaistic music hall pieces. 


Anthrax - Attack Of The Killer B’s (Island). Adolescent 
metallic thrash with heart and a politically correct attitude. 
Highlights include the anti-censorship country & western 
metal rap hybrid Startin’ Up A Posse and the speed core rap 
numbers Bring The Noise and I’m The Man featuring Chuck 
D of Public Enemy and The 
Beastie Boys. These are cuts 
recorded when the band was 
in its infancy so you can for- 
give some of the jejune 
quality of the compositions. 


Arson Garden - Arson Gar- 
den 7" (Community 13, 434 
Bedrod Ave, Brooklyn, NY 
11211). Three songs, three 
different sounds, all played 
with power and passion. Vir- 
tue Made Out of Sticks mixes 
tuneful thrashing with a tran- 
quil strummed interlude. 
Metro is moody, melodic pop 
bursting with guitar jangle. 
Shifting is the highlight, a 
piece that starts off in a folky 
vein and then builds to a cre- 
scendo of repetitive alarum 
like guitar work, coruscating 
noise and ethereal keening 
before fading out. 


B.O.X. - There’s Always 
Room For One More/Elephant 
45 (Community 13). Hard, 
sweaty, angular, avant-garde 
Sunk spumed by a one man- 
To gal outfit. Lots of dis- 
sonance, atonality, twisted 
*ocalizing, feedback, brisk 
rhythm changes and banging 
served up with spirited aban- 


don no, make that psychotic frenzy. Guaranteed to pack the 
dance floor at your local mental hospital during group 
musical therapy sessions. 


Swains - Device For Your Soul/ Stonejoy Revisited 12" 
(Cargo Records. PO Box 9055, LaJolla, CA 92038). Beat 
happy Belgians who will pin your ears back on the A-side 
with their whomping rhythms. Thrown into the mix is some 
smooth Teutonic rapping, soulful female singing, synth 
whoosh and funky piano figures. The B-side is a sinister 
slice of electro-boogie taking an ominous little riff and 
spreading о’ег it a trippy melodic line and eerily reverberat- 
ing electronic bits of business. 


Psychick Warriors Ov Gaia - Maenad/The Valley/Beyond 
12" (Cargo). The second twelve inch from this Temple of 
Psychick Youth spin off project, three pieces of sparse, 
haunting, minimalist synthesized dance music. Perhaps 
trance dance is the better term because of the way the 
swirling, spellbinding strains suck you in and refuse to let 
go. Maenad and its sister variant Beyond quickly establish 
a baleful groove then interweave a simulacra of the pitched 
drones found in middle-eastern wind instruments, odd, per- 
colating percussive effects and strange sibilant sounds. The 
Valley is even more morose, a lone lugubrious loop underlaid 
with little more than a few doleful rhythms. Magnificent. 
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By Steve Jeffries 


A REAL BOSS HOSS 


Me and my pal Jim were hanging 
around last nite popping Black Labels 
(hey you. . .Carling’s not the scotch) 
and spinning some old surf/drag al- 
bums that came out on So. Cal.’s 
Crown label in the early/mid sixties. 
My pick for top-eliminators in the 
Crown pack were Jerry Kole And The 
Strokers with their super-stocked Hot 
Rod Alley LP (CST 385). 


The Strokers clearly shut down the 
competition laying out some rockin 
reverb and bass heavy Dick Dale 
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method instros super-charged by the 
BIGGEST AMP ON THE BLOCK! 
All of The Strokers’ monster strip 
action is driven by a swanky hot- 
cammed sax and backed by the majes- 
tic roar of cheater slicked deuce coupes 
revv’in up and peal’in out! 


After four or five Black Labels Jim 
decided that The Strokers had 
achieved a distinctively BOSS guitar 
tonality only otherwise obtainable by 
taping The Hondells appearance in 
Beach Blanket Bingo off a small TV set 
turned up really loud on a Sear’s (the 
best!) portable cassette player. I 
hollered that wimps like Annette "One 
Piece" Funicello and The Hondells 
would turn green and die if they ever 
got a whiff of The Strokers’ tuffed out 
exhaust fumes and settled the argument 
by turning the stereo up so loud no one 
could yell over it. The Strokers are 
class! 


PUNKS NOT DEAD 


Not at my house anyway, and these 
class comps of real-rare seventies punk 
(like, not hardcore) singles I got here 
"П keep your hair spikey too. 


Year Of The Rat on RAT records 
packs a deluxe batch of Amerikan, 
Aussie and U.K. punkers from the 
mid-to-late (great) seventies. My fav 
raves on this ratfink are S.F.'s totally 
messed up Crime (Hot Wire My 
Heart), Mr. Detroit Matt Gimmick's 
rowdy covers of some old Iggy Stooge 
stuff and the real proto-primitive 
Urinals cuts (esp. I’m a Bug). Ya’ 
know, speaking of cuts I saw this real 
young girl punk band the other nite in 
this park where you have to drink 
Cisco wine out of sody-pop bottles and 
they did this gassy tune that went "you 
stab me with a knife and fuck the 
ho-ole" for the chorus. Go figure! 


The Redrum label’s Killed By Death 
Vols . II-IV comps have some U.K. 
and euro-punkers on 'em too, but 
mainly zero in on the late seventies US 
punk scene. Man, what a fucking boss 
target! Vol II is O.K., not the best. 
Vol II hi-lites include a spastic Chain 
Gang track (Son of Sam) and The 
Child Molesters mangling of Yoko 
Ono's Don't Worry Kyoko, Mommy's 


Brutarian - Vol. 1 No. 2 


Only Looking For Her Hand In The 
Snow. 


Killed By Death Vol. Π is really the 
99th Floor if your into snotty, stupid, 
and totally socially unredeeming 

shit like I dig. The Pagans-like 
Defnics’ 51% (of everything is all I 
need to be king), The Lewd's Kill 


Yourself (with kool KILL chorus), The 


Queers’ (I want to live) At The Mall 
and Scream In? Меечтееѕ? (weird out 
Velvets rejects) provide the kicks that 
make Vol. II a real big blank genera- 
tion G-spot. 


Vol IV starz four Pistols-wannabe's 
from Ohio's (I think) Zero Boys and 
both sides of one of the two infamous 
L.A. Rotters singles (Sink The 
Whales, Buy Japanese Goods/Disco 
Queen). The Rotters? more infamous 
single, Stevie Nicks Sit On My Face, 
blew Mick Fleetwood's tiny brain so 
bad he tried to sue the only radio station 
that played it until they promised never 
to do it again. Ooooooooh! 


WALKIN WITH THE BOSS 


Bitchin’ re-ishin' (re-itchin'!) depart- 
ment award goes to the mysterious Surf 
label for this repro. of The Rumblers 
1963 LP Boss. Don't you clutch- 
heads get tricked up by the "surf" i.e., 
Like The Chantays/Pyramids stuff) 
moniker here cause So. Cal.'s 
Rumblers blast from the earlier ('59- 
'63) sax blown instro time warp of 
Portland's Wailers, The Shades, etc. 
If you ain't too familiar with this strict- 
ly BOSS genre, then this Rumblers 
wax is a must for your primary educa- 
tion. 


The A side of this wiggle-wobble is 
heavy on the good times, featuring 
several swingin' beach blasters, the 
world renowned surf-seminal Boss 
(see Cramps, Garbageman for riff), 
and a cover of James Brown's Night 
Train. 


The way cooler Boss-B side is a tuffed 
out n' ready for action stroll through 
switchblade alley, with an out-of-limits 
Sears Silvertone walking point on 
straight instros Boss Blues, Walkin' 
With The Boss and Lost Weekend. The 
Boss-B shuts down with extra-angst 
ballad I’m Sorry. 


MR. ELIMINATOR 


Holy switcheroo! A totally different 
(I guess) mysterious SURF label fires 
up with a nitro-burnin' collection of 
Mr. Eliminator Dick Dale's instro 
monsters tagged Surfers Guitar and a 
batch of vocal Dale cuts called 
Draggin’ And Surfin’. 


O.K. Surfers Guitar. . .Wow, Das 
Dale and his Deltones rev-up the 
original surf n’ drag instro sound, and 
all Ican tell ya’ is this jokers wild! Out 
of control Fender Twangin’ n’ amp 
cracklin’ that'll take you оп more cur- 
ves and swerves than a blow-out on 
I-95. Super-stocked with an even mix 
of surf versus car titles, Surfers Guitar 
is one cool tool. 


Draggin’ And Surfin’. . . well, goofy 
beach party movie surf n’ drag vocal 
(courtesy of the evil Hondells) has 
never really popped my shocks and, 
while a lot cooler, I guess the Dale vox 
leaves me kinda’ limp too. Actually 
though, there are some decent drag- 
brag Eddie Cochran type boppers 
here, and loads of hip-to-clip 60's race 
strip lingo grace this bug-out to boot. 
I will trade my copy to my loyal pal 
Jim for his Duane Eddy Waterskiing 
album (hot drag boat action) so's I can 
review it here next time around. 


OEDIPUS SPEX 


Crash n' burn guitar, airplane glue 
sax, pogo-stick bass-lines and ultra- 
snot female brit-punk vocal 
shenanigans. . .X-Ray-Spex, 1977! 
I've been waitin’ at least ten years for 
somebody (somebody strong. . .not 
me) to wax some unreleased X-Ray- 
Spex so's I can once again dig these 
courageous cats. This is it! Anyways, 
this album's called Spermfree 
Geriatrics (w/cover shot Ronny Ray- 
Gun cameo) but I can't tell you what 
abel its on cause it's written in a 
zoddamn foreign language! Looks 
mucho Deutscher to me. So so-phis- 
ucated! 


Spermfree Geriatrics contains 1977- 
:978 demo and live blasts of all your 
xd favs (Bondage Up Yours, etc.) plus 
some unheard bonus bon-bons to make 
worth the bux. Sound quality (or 
«hatever) is sorta rangy-here, but lets 


face it, X-Ray-Spex was a gas and 
blowin’ your jack on this pack beats 
payin’ eighty bucks for the original 
Spex album (Germfree Adolescents) 
any day of the week. 


LIKE . . . LINK 


Over the past couple of years the Nor- 
ton Record folks have put out a three 
volume series of vintage ultra-cool 
Link Wray instro and vocal rarities 
called Missing Links. I can only give 
you the goods on volumes two and 
three (Big City After Dark and Some 
Kinda Nut) cause I blew my wad 
pickin’ up a fine set of Crager mags at 
the Montgomery Ward auto depart- 
ment fourth of July sale (are those cats 
real Americans or what?) and I lacked 
the jack to pick up volume one (Hillbil- 
ly Wolf). 


Anyways, Big City After Dark kicks 
off with the title track (called Big City 
After Dark ya’ dum-koffs), a menac- 
ing guitar slo-burn in the classic 
Linkster tradition, and really hits 
fourth gear in my book with The Good 
And The Bad another simmering stroll 


wwavelength video presents 


spooked up with a mysterioso Grandpa 
Munster organ riff. The flip side of 
Big City After Dark showcases some 
1961 era live Link (with the Raymen 
and guests) which generally cooks 
even though the sound is sometimes 
kinda like cardboard. 


While Big City After Dark is guaran- 
teed wig-flipper, Some Kinda Nut 
really strips this hodaddy’s gears! I 
started to smoke when I threw this 
platter (thats right. . .El-P, papa!) on 
my turntable and caught the four-on- 
the-floor intro to the hemi-hopped 
frenzy of Drag Strip (cut in '64 under 
the him nomen The Fenderbenders), 
and by the time I hit the deulin' boss- 
twanger XKE (another stroked-out 
FENDERBENDERS street Kleener) I 
was definitely losin' it on the curves! 
Other gotta-have gassers on this heavy 
Chevy include The  Linkster 
(reverence!) stickin' it to the 'fab four’ 
with a machine-gun bassline instro 
cover of Please Please Me, the R&B 
raunch-out Some Kinda Nut and the 
indescribable (by me anyway) 
Genocide. GEN-O-CIDE. 


LOS ANGELES... 
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Somewhere wiping his nose on his sleeve or pureeing carrots in a juicer is this silky, pomped 
fella who sings love stuff just for you, with those synthesizers, symbols of progress and life well lived, 
going bunkabunkabunkabunka, Linn drums (even the Partridge family had Hal Blaine, your favorite 
ten drummers from the sixties, who was relatively real), a beat so consistently slow it must have been 
formulated for weight loss exercises, which when you hear it tips you off that this is not some 
mind-stretching trip or butt wiggle; it’s an inescapable necessity of living-in-the-body that serves 
the same function as feminine grooming products - not art stuff like lipstick, or unguents like 
expensive hair conditioner or even intense skin grease - this record is neatening up the hairy-smell- 
ing clefts o' life, a shaving, tweezing and waxing of esthetic expectations grown weedy with daily 
stimulation that comes from things like walking down 14th street and having to confront old guys 
doing Texas Hanky at you: a look at the bottom of your shoe is enough to shake your confidence, 
and here’s this guy who wants to clean up your world and lift you up where you belong, make you 
diggable forever, which was, don’t forget, what those little geniuses in the cosmetics industry had 
in mind when they marketed deodorant for your entire body, or fumigation products for specifically 
the only zone on your frame that you can’t get your nose into - that is, if you can’t chew on your toes 
like I can - which means of course that you have to trust them when they say you must zap that 
Bermuda Triangle toute suite if you ever want to find true love, the concept that no doubt inspired 
mean advertising pitches like the Jergens Lotion one, "Always a Bridesmaid, Never a Bride," and a 
Life Magazine detergent ad from about thirty years ago depicting a married woman in despair with 
her husband looking remote and tense, who explains in the copy that he used to be so enchanted 
with her when they first married but she lost the daintiness he loves so much; he’s bewildered by 
his feelings of mild disgust but maybe if she used Ivory Snow on her undies and those torture devices 
they called bras in those days, he could step back into the pleasure zone and breathe deeply, 
something she can’t do because she’s wearing one of those contraptions Jane Russell was hawking 
when she said in her TV spot, "But I have midriff bulge . . . I really need a longline, " which means 
a whaleboned, elongated bra-girdle that reaches down below her ribs and is tight, man; no wonder 
women had a reputation for fainting, which is for sure what they'll do if they're ever foolish enough 
to buy the squeaky-cleanliness mongers’ newest sensation besides this record (and what a sensation 
it is) - the Epilady, a machine with two metal spring coils that yank your leg hairs out slowly, 
individually: it’s supposed to replace waxing, which doesn’t hurt quite so much, and shaving, which 
doesn’t hurt at all but is mighty tough to do standing up in the shower - convenience and efficiency 
negates pain, doesn’t it; as if the people who invented it (dollars to dickrings it was men) figured, 
"oh hell, they give birth, this isn't gonna hurt": I wish to God they'd seen the look on my friend 
Kandi's face when she returned the Epilady I lent her, because she had this glassy-eyed stare in her 
kitty-cat eyes as she dropped the thing mechanically on my bed and muttered tonelessly, "It's the 
devil in a bag": I mean there are an awful lot of awful things out there that are supposed to help 
you get close to the Wild Thing, get buried with a smile on your face, and in between, get kissed - 
truly and deeply kissed - but first you must fumigate that 14th street in the soul and get with the 
program, which includes wiping out all the sleazy theaters on Broadway, shorts in winter, Linda 
Ronstadt’s parasitic invasions of indigenous American music, spray cheese, the Parking Violations 
Bureau, machine-pattered sweaters, Phil Rizzuto for the Money Store ("Borrow up to $50,000 or 
more" - what the hell is that supposed to mean?) - you know, it’s a good thing there are still people 
who can inject a little sense into all of this nonsense and at the same time throw some light into this 
Astley mess. 


I am of course referring to the guy who penned the immortal lines, "Pm a Wreck/my whole life's 
in pieces/Everything around me smells like Feces" - you know who I'm talking about, right, it’s Mojo 
Nixon; the point of all this is that he called Rick Astley a pantywaist and said he wanted to "stick 
my butt in his face/His teeny tiny two inches of terror/Never really gonna scare ya/Hairbrained 
cockamamie knuckleheaded idjit galoot"; good idea, Mojo, but I think ГИ do it myself, and while 
I'm at it I’m going to put some skidmarks on those young giants of advertising who cooked up the 
Astley Concept, those proponents of perfectly enunciated "wanna"s and "сопла" and that strained 
low voice which he maybe gets from some account exec. wrapping her hands around his throat and 
squeezing to the beat as they both disinfect it: Free is the ultimate feminine hygiene deodorant 
product. 


See your doctor. 
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Freaks: We Who Are Not As Otrers 
Daniel Mannix 
Re/Search Publications (1990) 


Out of print for more than twenty years, the strange crew at Re/Search has recently reissued 
this fascinating work replete with dozens of new photos. Mannix, the author of such unusual 
tomes as The History of Torture and The Beast, a biography of Aleister Crowley, is something 
of a freak himself, having worked for several years in a carny as a sword swallower and 
fire-eater, and his experiences in the sideshow field endow Freaks with an air of verisimilitude. 


For a book with such a sensational title, Freaks is surprisingly staid and reserved in tone. 
Mannix's intent is not to shock or titillate, but to render a sympathetic history of people who 
suffer from severe physical deformities and their often heroic efforts to overcome these 
handicaps. And "heroic" is certainly the operative term here, inasmuch as most freaks not 
only must learn to cope both physically and emotionally with their condition, but must also 
overcome society's feeling of repulsion toward them. Despite the average individual's 
protestations to the contrary, most people not only find freaks repugnant, but equate their 
deformity with mental deficiency. Yet mental retardation, even in the most severely mal- 
formed, is relatively rare. The Elephant Man, to take one notable example, could recite from 
memory, long passages from The Bible and from Shakespeare's plays. A horrible monster 
with an enormous head, slit eyes and a body as grotesque as the aforementioned Elephant 
Man's is today recognized as one of the greatest satirical writers who ever lived; his name is 
Aesop. Many famous historical figures were freaks as well. We all know about Richard III, but 
were you aware that one of England's greatest kings, Edward the Confessor, was an albino, 
or that the Roman emperor Maximillan was a giant standing between eight and nine feet tall? 


Sadly, most of the most severely deformed, unable to overcome the prejudice of society, 
must perform in carnivals to earn a living. Mannix made the acquaintance of many of the more 
notorious twentieth century freaks while working what were once called "Ten-In-One Shows" 
and his reminiscences are among the highlights of his work. My favorite involves William "The 
Man With Three Eyes" Durks who had two noses and a severe harelip which gave the 
impression, when viewed from a distance, that he possessed an added orb. So hideously 
ugly was Bill that he was forced to wear a large cap with an oversized brim pulled down over 
his face to keep people from vomiting in the street. When some wise guy would inquire as to 
the reason for his surrealistic haberdashery, Bill would rip off the cap and thrust his face at 
the offender. Bill proudly claimed that very few men retained consciousness after receiving 
such a profound shock. 


Stories like these are easily accessed because Mannix has sagely partitioned Freaks into 
chapters dealing with specific types of deformity e.g. dwarfism, gigantism, obesity. Particular- 
ly fascinating are those chapters dealing with siamese twins and hermaphrodites due to the 
rarity of the deformity and the concomitant absence of documentary evidence. 


Most readers will be attracted to Freaks because of the pictures, but the book is, pardon 
the pun, more than just a freak show. Mannix honestly strives to get inside the hearts and 
minds of many of his characters in an effort to show that, except for the deformity, these 
"freaks" are ordinary people. And he succeeds for the most part; then again, even the most 
cumbersome stylist could not extirpate the wonder and allure inherent in the stories of Sealo, 
the "Seal Boy," or Percilla "The Monkey Woman," and scores more like them. And finally there 
are these incredible photos which, standing by themselves, make Freaks worth the price of 
admission. 


Brutarian - Vol. 1 No. 2 


The Horror Film 
James J. Mulay 
Cinebooks (1989) 


The latest offering in Cinebook’s film library series 
is a guide to more than seven hundred films on 
videocassette from Abbott and Costello Meet 
whomever to Zombies of Mora Tau. Editor James 
Mulay's avowed purpose in publishing this work is 
twofold: to authenticate the horror film as art, as a 
medium that provides commercial filmmakers a 
haven in which to successfully experiment; and more 
practically, to furnish the casual reader with an al- 
phabetized compendium of all the fright flicks avail- 
able for rental at their local video emporium. 


For the contributors, all films that assay an explora- 
tion of human fears in some permutation qualify for 
inclusion while those pictures concerned with futuris- 
tic themes are excluded. Films with monsters are 
also omitted if they feature an atomic theme which 
unfortunately eliminates dozens of terrific as well as 
laughably inept efforts from the nuclear-obsessed 
fifties. 

So what makes certain horror films great works of 
art and others ignominious failures? Well, they must 
provide more than mere frisson, they must explore 
the "darker, impulses, fears, taboos, and repressed 
desires" and in so doing must successfully "purge 
them from our collective subconscious." This fairly 
strict criterion would seem to relegate most horror 
films to the dustbin of cinematic history, but surpris- 
ingly, over one hundred and thirty films in this guide 
rate three and one half stars (out of five) or better. 
Moreover, it is a fairly eclectic selection; included are 
classics like The Cabinet Of Dr Caligari and The Bride 
Of Frankenstein, cooly cerebral works such as Eraser- 
head and Repulsion and gory shockers in the mold of 
Texas Chainsaw Massacre and both Evil Deads. 


If there is a weakness in the directory - and many 
may not see this as a weakness - it is in the absence 
of humor in almost any form. Although editor Mulay 
states that he and his staff have gone to great lengths 
to ensure that films that amuse by virtue of their 
ineptitude or repulsiveness are given their just des- 
serts, they are rather condescending about it. Semi- 
nal works like H.G. Lewis’ Blood Trilogy and Deep Red 
are only grudgingly acknowledged while timeless 
howlers on the order of Horror Of Party Beach, 
Frankenstein's Daughter and Shriek Of The Mutilated are 
adjudged beneath contempt. It’s fairly safe to say 
that most horror film fans will discover as many of his 
or her favorite pictures quite casually dismissed as 
admitted to the pantheon. 


Still, it's hard to ignore a work that is, for the most 
part, as elegantly and intelligently written as this one. 
The best entries are tightly constructed critiques filled 
with often thought provoking asides and fascinating 
bits of information; even the two or three line censures 
are lucid and entertaining. As a reference work, The 
Horror Film is simply outstanding, in addition to 
detailed production and cast credits for each and 
every film, there are exhaustive indexes containing 
listings of alternate film titles and the names of major 
contributors - musical composers, screenwriters and 
so on - to the genre. And it is exhaustive; here you 
will find the credits for all of the musical scores com- 
posed by Fabio Frizzi, screenplays written by Dennis 
Paoli, and films lit and photographed by Enrique 
Wallace. Information like this might be considered a 
bit of overkill, but in almost every respect this is a 
useful and entertaining guide to an often unfairly 
maligned school of filmmaking. 


Phantom Of The Isles 
Simon Marsden 
Webb & Bower (1991) 


Internationally renouned photographer Simon Marsden’s follow-up to his acclaimed collection The Haunted 
Realm is every bit the equal of its predecessor. Using infra red film and innovative printing processes, Marsden 
has produced a wonderous compilation of sepulchral images of sombre runs, baleful mansions, spectral 
castles and barren, windswept landscapes. These haunting studies in black and gray are supplemented with 
a short history of the site and the supernatural occurences that have given rise to their notoriety throughout 
England and Ireland. Marsden’s text, a delirious mixture of gothic imagery and romantic disenchantment, is 
a perfect complement to his preternatural photos. His spooky snapshots literally leap off the page and 
inexorably pull you in; it is with the utmost reluctance that you find yourself turning the page so ineluctably 
hypnotic are the pictures. In sum, a delightfully disquieting volume that would have found an honored place 


in the library of Horace Walpole or H. P. Lovecraft. 
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Deranged 


Harold Schecter 
Pocket Books (1991) 


The kidnapping of eleven year old Gracie Budd in 
1928 by a sallow wizened character the tabloids 
dubbed the "gray man," turned out to be a watershed 
crime in American history. To a relatively naive 
populace, the crime brought home a terrible truth: 
that monsters walked the streets preying on the 
weak and that the gullibility of children made them a 
particularly easy target. After little Gracie's abduc- 
tion, parents never again felt free to let their young 
children roam the streets unchaperoned. 


Six years later, thanks to the dogged efforts of a 
single New York detective, the kidnapper of Gracie 
was apprehended. He was discovered to be a frail, 
stooped old man with a sandpaper voice named 
Albert Fish, and from the looks of him it seemed he 
couldn't hurt a fly. Fish was however, the stuff of 
nightmares, perhaps the greatest monster in the 
annals of modern crime. Dr. Wertham - yes, the very 
same man who led the national campaign to clean 
up comic books in the fifties - the psychiatrist hired 
by the state to determine whether Fish was insane, 
concluded that there was simply no one with whom 
he could compare Fish. Wertham believed that 
Fish’s life was one of "unparalleled perversity’, for 
there was no "known perversion he did not practice", 
and it was all fueled by a single, monstrous need, 
and almost "unappeasable lust for pain." 


The New York police had known about Fish for 
years, he had been arrested six times for petty 
crimes including the mailing of obscene materials. 
The following passage from the letter which landed 
Fish in the hokey should have tipped off the 
authorities that they were dealing with a deranged 
man: 

Tell me when you want to do number two. | will take 
you over my knees, pull up your clothes, take down 
your drawers and hold my mouth to your sweet 


honey fat ass and eat your sweet peanut butter as К 
comes out fresh and hot. 


Fish was arrested again for dispatching material 
like this, but as with his initial bust, Fish was held a 
few days for observation, deemed sane and 
released. 


Had the police or psychiatrists bothered to ques- 
tion Fish’s son, they would have discovered that Fish 
had a nasty habit of beating himself bloody with a 
nail-studded wooden paddle while masturbating 
with a carrot jammed in his ass. At the moment of 
climax he would often scream "l am Christ." The son 
was aware of his father's lock up on moral charges 
yet only after Fish's incarceration for the Budd kid- 
napping did he come forward with any information. 


And what of little Gracie Budd, what happened to 
her? Mercifully, she was killed immediately after Fish 
brought her to an abandoned house in Westchester 
county. After disrobing , Fish strangled the poor little 
girl, decapitated and gutted her, and then sliced four 
pounds of flesh from the breast, buttocks, and ab- 
domen. Fish Concluding his ghoulish operation by 
removing the ears and nose, neatly wrapped all the 
body parts ina newspaper and returned home where 
he took a huge pot, filled it with water, threw in some 
chopped onions and the tender young morsels, and 
made himself a stew. 


Fish'strial established him inthe eyes of the public 
as a psychiatric phenomenon, a practitioner of every 
known sexual perversion and some perversions 
never heard of before. One of the madman's more 
unusual practices was given the novel label "piquer 
acts" and it involved the insertion of long needles in 
the perineum, the flesh between the anus and 
scrotum. X-rays revealed some twenty-seven need- 
les lodged in this area. 


According to Dr. Wertham, Fish's outstanding ab- 
normality was pedophilia, the sexual attraction to 
young children from the age of five to fourteen. 
Posing as a house painter, Fish had been able to 
roam around basements and cellars for over fifty 
years without attracting attention, raping and tortur- 
ing in Wertham's estimation, over one hundred 
children. 


As horrible as these crimes may have been, at 
least these victims lived. After his conviction Fish 
confessed to two more child murders involving 
molestation and subsequent acts of cannibalism, but 
after all was said and done, it was never accurately 
determined how many children the old man actually 
butchered. A Supreme Court justice who received 
info on the sly from police investigators informed 
Wertham that he believed Fish was responsible for 
at least fifteen torture-killings of juveniles. 


Harold Schechter's intelligently written and re- 
searched book was, oddly enough, inspired by 
Robert Bloch whose novel Psycho was based on the 
nefarious exploits of Wisconsin multiple murderer Ed 
Gein. While researching his own book on Gein, 
Schechter wrote to Bloch and asked him why he 
thought people continued to be fascinated by little 
Eddie. Bloch's reply: "Becausethey are ignorant of 
the activities of . . . Albert Fish." After reading 
Deranged you will understand and perhaps ap- 
preciate Bloch's curious reply. 
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Story Of They Eye 
Georges Bataille 
City Lights Books (1987) 


This is the first novel written by the great 
French man of letters George Bataille. 
Originally published in 1928 under the pseu- 
donym Lord Auch, it is for want of better 
terms, a surrealist exercise in pornography, 
a bit of ephemera in which the absurd courts 
the vulgar. There is no story to speak of, no 
narrative, merely a series of incisive, beauti- 
fully written observations which center on 
Simone, a spoiled and wealthy parvenu and 
her male lover, an unnamed young libertine, 
and their increasingly absurd attempts to 
satisfy their monstrous sexual appetites. 
Beginning by masturbating in front of each 
other, the pair gravitate to such unspeakable 
acts as stuffing the eye of a priest they mur- 
der up Simone's anus. 


Some critics feel that Bataille is, with this 
work, seeking to make a connection be- 
tween sex and death or rather, between 
death and sexual excitement. | think this is 
stretching things a bit; the novel while full of 
alluringly shocking imagery, is far from 
erotic, only the libidinous passions of the 
criminally insane (and a few of my friends) 
would be aroused by Bataille: 

But finally, Simone left me, grabbed the 
beautiful eyeball from the hands of the 
tall Englishman, and with a staid and 
regular pressure from her hands, she slid 
it into her slobbery flesh, in the midst of 
the fur. And then she promptly drew me 
over, clutching my neck between her 
arms and smashing her lips on mine so 
forcefully that | climaxed without touching 
her and my come shot all over her fur. 


The appendix attached to the novel gives 
a better clue to Bataille's intent. Clearly he 
wants to shock his readers, but the appendix 
reveals the almost desperate need to purge 
the subconscious of disturbing childhood 
memories. So what we are given are the 
workings of the unconscious mind of a bril- 
liant writer, freed from logic and rational con- 
trol, an aggregation of writings where sur- 
face is paramount and style swallows form, 
where plastic values are sacrificed to the 
symbolic power of the image. In a longer 
work this approach would present great dif- 
ficulties for the reader, but in a piece of short 
length such as this one, it can be quite effec- 
tive. Here Bataille succeeds because of the 
slightly mannered prose style he adopts and 
the grotesque but undeniably haunting im- 
agery he employs. 
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James Dean Revealed 
David Dalton from the collections 
of Alan Betrock and Jerry Fagnani 


Delta (1991) 


C'mon admit it, you'd really like to 
know if James Dean actually was 
mashed to pulp in that '55 auto wreck 
or whether he was surreptitiously 
carted away a scared vegetable and 
placed in a sanitarium. Don't even at- 
tempt to deny that you'd like all the 
juicy details of Jimmie's torrid affair 
with fifties horror hostess Vampira. 
And of coursethere'sthe mystery ofthe 
century: How could Pier Angeli toss off 
Dean for the lumpish and untalented 
Vic Damone? The answers to these 
and any other questions you have can 
all be found in Dalton's book. Hell, 
Dalton himself even raises a few ques- 
tions that may never have even crossed 
your mind, like whether the cult that 
took form after Dean's death might 
have had its germination in rumors 
fueled by nervous Warner Brothers ex- 
ecutives who feared that Giant and 
Rebel Without.A Cause would flop with a 
dead man for a star, or whether it was 
merely coincidence that the aforemen- 
tioned Vampira's television contract 
was canceled on the very day Dean 
was lowered into the cold, hard ground 
of Fairmount, Indiana. 


Don't purchase the book expecting 
to find carefully researched and an- 
notated essays. This is a collection of 
some of the more outrageous articles 
that appeared in the movie mags and 
scandal sheets of the fifties, and with 
Stories like these, facts, if they got inthe 
way of fluff like Tough Guy or Big Bluff 
or I Learned About Love From Jimmy 
Dean, were simply ignored. Many of 
the more poorly written pieces are cut 
mercifully short by Dalton whose acer- 
bic commentary, not too surprisingly, 
makes for the most interesting reading. 
Yet none of this really matters; coffee- 
table compendiums like this are ac- 
quired for the pictures and this baby 
has plenty of rare and unusual photos 
of Dean and the people whose paths he 
crossed. You'll only read thetext once, 
but the snapshots and illustrations will 
ensure this book a permanent place on 
your bookshelf. 
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The Hunger And Other Stories 
Charles Beaumont 
Bantam Books (1959) 


Charles Beaumont is an epochal figure in the horror field, a short-story writer who, like Richard 
Matheson, lent some much needed respectability to the genre during the years which saw the 
demise of the pulps and the maturation of the horror novel. Tragically, Beaumont's life was cut 
terribly short at the age of thirty-eight, the result of spinal meningitis that brought unending and 
almost unendurable pain and caused him to age so rapidly that when he mercifully passed on he 
looked well over one hundred years old. In spite of this debilitating illness, Beaumont was able to 
churn out dozens of stories and screenplays. At the height of his popularity his work was being 
seen on television programs such as The Twilight Zone and The Outer Limits and on the big screen 
as an integral part of Roger Corman's Poe cycle with The Haunted Palace, The Masque Of The Red 
Death and Premature Burial (co-written with Ray Russell). This collection of short stories, described 
by the editors as a collection of "violent entertainments", contains some of Beaumont's finest work 
including Miss Gentibelle, perhaps his most famous story, the stomach-churning tale of an old 
woman who refuses to believe that her little girl is actually a little boy, and The Crooked Man, a piece 
which created quite a bit of controversy when it was first published in Playboy because of its depiction 
of a future society in which heterosexuality has been outlawed. 


Beaumont writes in an imperturbable and unadorned manner, masterfully evoking an eerie calm 
that instills a feeling of uneasiness, of dread, in the reader. Even in the stories that are happily 
resolved like The Customers, you find yourself breathing a huge sigh of relief when you have finished. 
Beaumont is also unafraid of experiment, Black Country contains passages which seek to recreate 
the tone and sounds of bop jazz while The Dark Music seeks to recreate the arid sounds that give 
way to wilder, more abandoned strains when the sexuality of a repressed spinster is unshackled by 
a dark force in an isolated woods. Comic relief of sorts, is provided by The Vanishing American, a 
recital that will be all too familiar to those toiling at unrewarding jobs or trapped in loveless marriages, 
and by Free Dirt, the account of a penurious psychopath who gets his just desserts. It's a very 
generous sampling of Beaumont's short fiction, seventeen stories, of which even the most ineffica- 
cious - and very few of these pieces can be so characterized - provide some small measure of 
entertainment due to their unusual nature of the themes and the even more unusual characters. 


The cretinous characters that 
disgrace many of the Brutarian 
pages were purloined from a 
compendium of deranged 
doodlings otherwise known as 
The Book Of Idiots. 


Idiotland T-Shirts and 
The Book of Idiots Two 
by Gary Leib & Doug Allen 
are now available from: 


Studio 12 952 North Hoyne Ave. 
Chicago, Illinois 60622 
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Ham On Rye 
Charles Bukowski 
Black Sparrow Press (1982) 


The first thing | remember is being under something. 
It was a table, | saw a table leg, | saw the legs of the 
people, and a portion of the tablecloth hanging down. 
It was dark under there, | liked being under there. 


Oh, his prophetic soul! - he liked being under the 
table. So begins Charles Bukowski's bildungsroman 
in a style reminiscent of the opening passage of 
Joyce's Portrait of the Artist: "Once upon a time and 
a very good time it was there was a moocow coming 
down along the road..." Unlike the protagonist of 
Joyce's novel, Stephen Daedalus - Daedalus the 
great artificer of Greek mythology, the fashioner of 
wings built to escape from a towered prison - 
Bukowski as he grows to manhood comes to prefer 
life under the table; it is cool and dark under there and 
there is only room for one. 


It's not that Bukowski (Hank to his friends) dislikes 
people, he just feels better when they're not around. 
There are many reasons for his growing up to feel this 
way. His father, a sociopath, beats Hank at every 
opportunity while his cowed mother retreats to the 
shadows. In his adolescence, Hank breaks out in 
acne so severe it turns him into a human monster and 
forces him to be removed from school for a term. 
There is no solace in friendship. As early as first grade 
Hank tells us that "I didn't have any friends. | didn't 
want any." Later he discovers the reason behind his 
intuitive feelings of revulsion for humanity: "People 
are restrictive and careful, all alike . . . dull as horse 
dung." 


Confined to the house, Hank spends much of the 
time daydreaming and listening to classical music. 
Growing tired of this listless existence, Hank begins 
to write. Story after story about a great WW | German 
aviator who never talks to his fellow pilots, drinks and 
flies alone and doesn't bother with women. It makes 
Hank feel good to write, after all "Α man needed 
somebody." This gives him the courage to leave the 
house - up until this time he never left except to go to 
the hospital to have his boils drilled - and soon he 
discovers the library. 


It's hard going at first. The books are very dull, 
filled with "pages and pages of words" that say noth- 
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ing or take too long to say it. Soon however, young 
Hank discovers Lawrence, he of the "tight and bloody 
line," and Hemingway whose "words weren't dull but 
. . . things that could make your mind hum." Hank is 
discovering the beauty that comes from effective 
expression, writing that is objective and clear and 
doesn't call attention to itself. Still, there is high 
school to get through and though his boils and scars 
make him feel "like some jungle animal drawn to the 
lite looking in," he gets through it somehow. Hank 
tells us he has no interests, no interests in anything 
but we know better because every now and then he 
slips in something about writing. He is moving closer 
toward the life of a writer but life keeps getting in the 
way. His parents want him to settle down after high 
school, stop drinking - "The only thing that [keeps] a 
man from forever feeling stunted and useless." - and 
get a job. Hank can't see it: 
The thought of being something didn't only appall 
me, it sickened me. The thought of being a lawyer 
or... anything like that, seemed impossible to me. 
To get married, to have children, to get trapped in 
the family structure. To go someplace to work every 
day and to return. It was impossible. To do things, 
simple things, to be part of family picnics, 
Christmas, the 4th of July, Labor Day, Mother's Day 
... Was a man born just to endure these things and 


die? | would rather be a dishwasher, return alone 
to a tiny room and drink myself to sleep. 


Still Hank tries to make a go of it. He gets a job at 
Sears and Roebuck but is fired for beating up one of 
the customers, a former schoolmate who mouths off. 
He enrolls at LA City College but quickly grows tired 
of being fed useless information and drops out. The 
capper is coming home to find his clothes, typewriter 
and manuscripts on the front lawn; Hank's father has 
found his stories. So the rough beast picks up his 
things and slouches toward the bowery, a writer 
waiting to be born. 


Ham On Rye is everything the young Bukowski 
found wanting in his early work. It is lucid and suc- 
cinct, filled with vitality and humor. It is quite simply, 
a wonderful book. 


77 


ALONE WITH THE DEVIL: Famous Cases of a Courtroom Psychiatrist 
By Ronald Markman, M.D. and Dominick Bosco. Bantam. 


HUNTING HUMANS: An Encyclopedia of Modern Serial Killers 
By Michael Newton. Loompanics Unlimited. 


THE DEATH SHIFT: The True Story of Nurse Genene Jones and the Texas Baby Murders. 
By Peter Elkind. Onyx. 


MONKEY ON A STICK: Murder, Madness and the Hare Krishnas. 
By John Hubner and Lindsey Gruson. Onyx. 


78 


: 
ο 
> 
o 
+ 
5 
Ὁ 
R1 
> 
S 
= 
ο 
ο 
3 
Q 
Q 
S 
3 
8 
τι 
5 
3 
> 
Š 
© 
5 


If Richard Chase’s parents hadn’t been so 
busy pretending their family life was under con- 
trol, they might have seen trouble brewing long 
before the day their son threw a box at the L.A. 
cops and a piece of someone’s brain fell out. 
Richard had a classic psychotic’s childhood - 
wetting his bed, torturing and killing animals, 
setting fires, thinking his family was trying to 
poison him. Genene Jones, the Texas baby mur- 
derer, had an unremarkable childhood, though 
as an adult she administered so many lethal injec- 
tions that one prosecutor nicknamed her 
"Spike." Bouncing from foster homes to 
juvenile detention centers helped turn Thomas 
Drescher into a Krishna devotee and a sloppy 
killing machine (he tried to get rid of a corpse by 
dousing it with the muriatic acid they used to 
scrub the temple steps). One dedicated Califor- 
nia police detective name Paul Bynum recently 
stuck his service revolver into his mouth and 
pulled the trigger. He was the chief investigator 
on a torture-murder you probably never heard of 
- Bittaker/Norris horror spree. Knowing how 
the victims died was too much for him to live with 
anymore. 


True crime stories never make it into the 
papers with their forbidden essence - the gory 
details - intact. But they certainly make it into 
print, and they have for a long time. So step 
across the yellow police tape and see what hap- 
pened before the evidence got impounded. Lose 
sleep. Lose lunch. 


Ronald Markman’s Alone With The Devil 
details crimes - such as the vampire killings of 
Sacramento, The Thanksgiving Day massacre, 
and the one that drove Bynum over the edge - 
with a fullness and exactitude that make you 
marvel how the author still functions. 
Markman’s psychological analyses of individual 
criminals are simple but enlightening. He draws 
a distinction between psychopathology (Richard 
Chase’s problem) and plain old personality dis- 
orders. He describes what it takes for a vicious 
criminal to get an NGI (not guilty by reason of 
insanity) ruling, and what the legal implications 
are. He rails against the legal loopholes that let 
repeat offenders back out. "[I]f you can go to the 
mailbox and pick up your Social Security check, 
you're not gravely disabled, even if you think 
you're living on Mars." He can tell when 
somebody's faking. Bittaker and Norris were 
sociopaths, not psychos They didn't have con- 


sciences, the way some people don't have sacral 
dimples. They raped, tortured, and murdered 
five teenage girls - and taped it. It took the 
courtroom clerk 40 minutes just to read the ver- 
dicts out loud. "A sociopath knows right from 
wrong - he simply doesn't care," says Markman. 
A photo shows Bittaker blithely refusing to 
answer questions about a burial site. He is smil- 
ing. 

"Our annual solution rate for homicides has 
dropped from 90 percent to 76 percent," 
Michael Newton tells us in Hunting Humans. 
Eighty-five per cent of serial killers are men; 82 
percent are white. They like to go after women. 
The 8 percent of serial killers who are female 
(the remaining 7 percent of the murders are 
unsolved) seem to favor poison, which used to 
be easy to get away with. In more chivalrous 
times, authorities were reluctant to suspect 
grieving widows, even those who had somehow 
managed to outlive five husbands. 


Entry after entry, Hunting Humans shows 
evil ingenuity that defies imagination. One hit- 
man in the ’20s poisoned at least two people with 
"home-grown germ cultures." In 1936, rumors 
floated that Albert Howard Fish shorted out Old 
Sparky at Sing Sing because of a lifelong tenden- 
cy to stick needles in his groin (an X-ray revealed 
27) Newman frequently connects a killer's 
background - alcoholic parents and other abuse, 
particularly "punishment" that stunts sexuality - 
with a lethal payback. Necrophiliac madman 
Kuno Hofmann (nabbed in 1972 for kissing a 
cadaver) was beaten so severely when little that 
he lost his ability to hear and speak. Edmund 
Kemper's mom used to lock him in the base- 
ment. Too bad for her he grew up to be six foot 
nine and weigh over 300 pounds. He used 
Mom's head as a dartboard. Peter Kurten grew 
up in a room with 13 people and was forced to 
watch his parents have sex. He earned his wings 
as a junior psychotic learning to masturbate 
"animals" for sport." Newton does not say what 
kind. 

With company like this, nurse Genene Jone's 
baby murders don't seem too impressive until 
you get a taste of her determination, and try to 
come to grips with the sheer idiocy of the hospital 
administrators who refused to fire her. The 
Death Shift is an astute biographical sketch of a 
nurse who was sadistic but not crazy, ingenious 
but not smart. The other nurses who worked 
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Bexar County Hospital in Texas were the first to notice. Kids 
seemed to die on her shift, and always of sudden conditions 
that had nothing to do with their illness. Plus she was a little 
possessive. She liked to carry the corpses to the hospital 
morgue in her arms instead of wheeling them on a gurney like 
the other nurses did. She was once spotted on the way to the 
cold room clutching a very dead five-year-old to her chest as 
if it were an enormous baguette. 


Nobody could prove anything - the drugs she’d been 
secretly injecting or dumping into the IVs are difficult to trace. 
She pumped one kid so full of heparin (an anticoagulant) that 
he bled from his fingernail beds. But it wasn’t until she landed 
a job with a not-too-bright pediatrician (who ignored warn- 
ings about her) that Jones got collared. She plunged a needle 
twice into a perfectly healthy little girl who was sitting in her 
mother’s lap. When the child died, Jones wept louder than 
anyone. By the time she got caught, she’d offed an estimated 
16 babies, making her one of the busier serial killers in the 
country’s history. In the end, medical crime can be the most 
perverse sort. The killer claims the body while it’s still 
breathing, as onlookers calmly await a healing. 


After you tear into Monkey on a Stick, those Wonder 
Bread ascetics chanting in the park will never look the same. 
Don’t they know what John Hubner and Lindsey Gruson dug 
up? This story will make you go as pale as a knob of steamed 
cauliflower. Hare Krishnas are supposed to be hippy-dippy 
vegetarians with flaking stripes of paint on their noses, not 
mouth-breathing sexual deviants who drive BMWs, snort 
coke, and live in million-dollar condos on the California 
coast. They are certainly not supposed to go around bashing 
people on the head with rocks. 


The corruption and misuse of money for hedonistic 
reasons make Monkey on a Stick read like a Vedic Elmer 
Gantry. Prabhupada, who started the temple on Second 
Avenue in Manhattan (it’s still there) was a sannyasi, a 
genuine, celibate, Indian religious leader. He wanted to 
spread Krishna Consciousness at any cost - some of his fol- 
lowers, like Thomas Drescher, took him a little too seriously. 


New Vrindaban, the Krishna commune in West Virginia, 
had a hit squad that disposed of inconvenient people, an 
arsenal that included assault riffles, and Tirtha, the cold- 
blooded "enforcer" who once buried another Krishna alive. 
Krishna Consciousness never completely succeeded in hood- 
winking John Lennon, but it did get George Harrison, as well 
as less-famous gullible types, many of whom already had long 
rap sheets and liked the privacy and feeling of family (and 
maybe the funny clothes). When the cops finally swooped 
into New Vrindaban with a warrant, there were a lot of people 
pushing up lotus flowers. 


Reading about vicious insanity and its scary buddy, the 
conscience-free mind, is fascinating, anger-provoking, and 
almost hallucinogenic. You might find yourself in touch with 
sex and death and your darkest dreams of how you're really 
going to leave this planet. Markman says, "There is some- 
thing inside them [serial killers} that is also inside us, and we 
are attracted to them so we can find out what that something 
is." True crime stories that don't try to clean up the 
bloodstains for you are heady reading. Get down and roll in 
them like a dog rolling on the beach with a rotting horseshoe 
crab. Just remember to give your loved ones some room until 
you become human again. 


Brutarian Contributors 
articles and artwork copyright 1991 by their respective authors unless otherwise noted. 


С J Schaefer recently published Killer Fiction his first collection of short stories from which Spring Break was torn. He is 
currently serving two life terms in a Florida maximum security prison for murder. 


Greg Goodsell is a free lance writer living in California. More of his incredible work is on display in the sanguinary Deep Red. 


Randy Palmer once held the position of associate editor of Famous Monsters of Filmland and now is forced to reside in the 
backwater of Blacksburg, Virginia because he is in love with a lady who is matriculating at Virginia Polytechnic Institute. 


Craig Ledbetter puts in all his spare time as editor of the fabulous European Trash Cinema a zine that is the last word on 
continental exploitation films. Craig's work can also be found on display in Tim Lucas' Video Watchdog. 


Steve Jeffries lives in Maryland. 
Flick Ford is an artist whose uncompromising style does not allow him to keep appointments or deadlines. 


Gary Leib is a great man, a tremendous man, a very great man; he paints exquisitely, draws sublimely all the while refusing 
stimulants of any kind. He is currently publishing the mini-comic The /diotist available from Studio Twelve. 


Sally Eckhoff the biblically proportioned wonder woman writes, draws, paints and graphically designs as if she was born to 
it. Some day she will find a man worthy of her genius. 


Doug Allen is best known for his anti-comic Steven. A drinker of Brobadingian stature he still somehow manages to find time 
to pointlessly dissemble at the expense of his friends. 


Nick Bougas is an artist, writer, film maven; that's him listed as producer of the incredibly disturbing Death Scenes. Hopefully, 
he will set aside time from his busy schedule to contribute to future issues of our rag. 


Dennis Worden's mother is very proud of him. He is the creator of innumerable, uncompromising comic works including 
Pedestrian Vulgarity, Freak Fuck, and Stickboy, all published by Starhead Comix. 


Claire Richards is an irate young poet residing in Texas which will probably do little to sweeten her disposition. 


Jarrett Huddleston, aka Jarson Dysczrak, swears that he will never wait until the last minute before taking pen in hand to 
draw his atrabilious strip. While not drinking himself into an insensible state he puts in long hours plotting to take over a 
building inspection company. 

Dom Salemi slouches toward Bethlehem a terrible beauty waiting to be born. 


Sandy Smiroldo prefers to remain anonymous. 
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All New! NEVER BEFORE ON VIDEO! 


Recently discovered... Mastered directly from the original 16mm prints...Excellent quality! 


WRASSITN " 
1 SHE-BABES ofthe Fihtes 


Six all-out, eye-popping, hair-pulling matches pitting gorgeous 
female against gorgeous female! These gals don’t take any crap 
from anyone, you can be sure of that! YOU WON'T BELIEVE the 
fantastic narration! Running time approx. 90 minutes. 


#004 Wrasslin' She-Babes ΝΟΙ.1......................................... $20.00 


А comprehensive three volume collection of 
strip routines and naughty shorts from the 40’s 
and 50's with titles like "H-Bomb", "Voodoo 
Virgin", "Sheba Wore No Nylons", "Follies 
Bergere", "Wimma Wamma Tease", "Bowery 
Strip", "Blonde Venus", "Tiger Girl", and 
many, many more! Each tape packed with over 
90 minutes of bump-and-grind action! 


Sexploitation Classics / Nudies 

(Adults Only) 

Adventures of Lucky Pierre 61 

Alice in Acidland 68 

Another Day, Another Man 66 

Artist's Studio Secrets 64 

Bad Girls Do Cry 54 

Betty Page Bondage Loops 50's 

Betty Page Strip Loops 50's 

Boinng 63 

Curse of Her Flesh 67 

Campus Swingers 69 

Daughter of the Sun 62 

Diary of a Nudist 62 

Erotic Touch of Hot Skin 64 

Good Time With a Bad Girl 67 

Kipling's Women 63 

Like itis 68 

Living Venus 60 

The Lonely Sex 59 

The Love Factor 69 

My Brother's Wife 66 

Naked Complex 62 

Naked Venus 58 

Naked as Nature Intended 60 


Nature's Playmates 62 #001 Grindhouse Follies \/о1.1...................................................... $20.00 
1,000 Pleasures 67 #002 Grindhouse Follies Vol.2....... 
The Ramrodder 69 #003 Grindhouse Follies Νο|.8....................................................... $20.00 


Revenge of the Virgins 66 

Ribald Tales of Robin Hood 71 

Scum of the Earth 63 

Shanty Tramp 66 

Satan’s Bed 65 

Sinthia, The Devil's Doll 68 

Touch of Her Flesh 67 

A Taste of Flesh 67 

This Nude World 30's 
Unashamed/Elysia (30's nudist double bill) 
Nudie-Cutie/Ruffie Trailers Vol 1 (2 hrs) 

Classic Exploitation Movie Trailers Vol 1 (2 hrs) 
Classic Exploitation Movie Trailers Vol 2 (2 hrs) 


Curvacious cuties and bodacious bouncing 
babes reveal the utmost in feminine beauty 
in these spicy peep shows and arcade 
loops from the 30’s, 40’s, 50’s and 60’s. 
Чы “Without a Stitch", "Nude Hula”, “Looking 
. i с HORT 5 LOOP 5 at You”, “Row, Row, Row”, “Bronco 
г ' Busty”, “Without a Stitch”, “Hot Саг 
7 À ND PE Ë pS Strip”,“Drip, Grind and Percolate” 
M , “Terrified”, and many more. Each tape 
т, over 90 minutes! 
#005 Nudie-Cutie Loops Vol.1 (30's & 40's) 
#006 Nudie-Cutie Loops Vol.2' (40's ἃ 50's) 
4007 Nudie-Cutie Loops Vol.3 (40's & 50's) 
: 4008 Nudie-Cutie Loops Vol.4 (40's & 50's) 
mem rase ^. #009 Nudie-Cutie Loops Vol.5 (50's & 60's) 


catalog. The above volumes come complete with full-color wraparound covers. 
Retailers and distributors: inquire about Quantity discounts. 


=Z\\ Plus hundreds of Horror, SF, 
Japanese, Mexican, Exploitation 


and just plain WEIRD videos 


All Videos are 1299 Each. All orders shipped UPS Ground. Please allow 2-3 weeks for delivery. Personal 
Please make all checks or checks must clear before shipping. Please add 3.00 postage for the first tape; 


ΠΠ Nm 1.50 for each additional tape. All videos recorded on a new, quality brand name 
рО Box 33 64 tape at SP mode. Sold from one collector to another. No rights given or 


Seattle, WA 98133 implied. Washington State residents add 8.2% sales tax. As these 
(206) 361-3759 10am-9pm films would be rated “R” by todays ratings system, a signature stating 
that you are 18 or elder is required with all orders. 


buda ded WE 3 Е ar ОВЕ 6 
PEL GEE SE 


What the FUCK is wrong with you people? This is 
the ONLY magazine you should be subscribing to. 
There’s absolutely nothing like this out there, you 
understand? We've made a friend of horror. Horror 
and moral terror. Which is more than can be said for 
you, you smug sanctimonious self-satisfied senten- 
tious scum-sucking spawn of the suburban sprawl, 
clinging to your tiny baby faced inconsequential wet 
nursed dreams. Fork over the twelve bucks before 
we come to your house and make your life a living 
hell, you pathetic wiper of other people's bottoms. 
We know where you live. 8 


Luff Ν΄’ Stuff, 
The Publishers 


For Subscriptions 
send $12 to: 


| ay, és) у n | 
Brutarian az. m 
P.O. Box 25222 | 
Arlington, VA 22202-9998 


(all checks payable to Dominick Salemi) ` 


